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VISCOUNT TAMWORTH; 


THE FOLLOWING SHEETS 
ARE INSCRIBED | 
BY HIS LORDSHIP'S | 
MOST OBEDIENT 2 

cy” 

AND GRATEFUL 

HUMBLE SERVANT, 
| THE AUTHOR, | 
$Y 
. . 


ERRETTA. 


Page 111, line 8, for conſuctus read conſuetus.— Page 123, for Views, read 


View, ——Page 124, 4th Stanza, for Then would you more, read Then 
what would you more. 
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PERSONAL SATIRE. 
e muſt be cruel, only to be kind.” f 


SHAKESPEARE. 


T SAME to that Author ! everlaſting ſhame, 


© Whoſe bitter Verſe is pointed at a name. 


„Free let him chooſe a leſs unfriendly plan, 


Each Vice, and Folly laſh, but ſpare the Man.” 


/ 


Thus ſpake a canting, fawning, ſneaking Tool, 
Train'd in Hypocriſy's deluſive ſchool, 
Out, Sycophant ! and preach without controul 
This dofirine to ſome pigeon-liver'd Soul, 
Who ne'er one ſpark of noble daring caught, 
Condens'd beneath the frigid Zone of thought. 


7 
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Alike ſhould ſtand, each faithful to its truſt, 
The Bravo's gibbet, and the Hero's buſt. 


Who but the vile delinquent, is afraid 
To have his Name, and Character diſplay'd ? 
The honeſt glory in their own deſerts, 
And bear a Court of Juſtice in their Hearts, 
The breath of perjur'd Evidences dare, | 
Nor fear a partial Judge, or Jury there. 


When Murders, that the Chriſtian world diſgrace, 
Enough to ſhake Religion from its Baſe, 
Make the rude Black our holy faith deſpiſe, 
dom our God, and whiten with ſurpriſe ; 
When crimes redoubl'd wring the guilty heart, 
The Spirits crowding to that vital part, 
Well may the Culprit ſtand convuls'd with fear, 
Leſt his foul Name may reach the public ear, 
For ne'er was Villain of the baſeſt brood, 
Who did not wiſh to be reputed good. 
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In vain from heaps of gold he courts repoſe, 


That peace in vain the good man only knows. 
What! tho' a bribe may ſhield him from the Law, 
And from its courſe the tide of Juſtice draw, 
Himſelf he cannot bribe, nor find delight 


In ſtay domeſtic, or in diſtant flight. 


The watchful Monitor within his breaſt. 

A ſteady Centinel, forbids him Reſt. 

To ſleep, ſweet refuge from the oppreſſor's wrong! 
When ſlaves forget the tyrant, and the thong; 


To Sleep, lweet refuge |! vainly he applies, 


Y A groupe of frightful Apparitions riſe ; 
Blood-ſpouting forms his tortur'd boſom rive, 
Such forms, as danc'd before the eyes of CL1ve. 


' 8 But fhould a weighty premium ſet him free, 


Save from the Jail, or guard him from the Tree. 
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1 Law then's a Web, to ca:ch the ſmaller flies, 
3F Broke through with eaſe by thoſe of larger ſize. 
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Should the proud Wretch be peerag'd for his Crimes, 


A ghaſtly phantom ride on ev'ry breeze, 


And hears in fancy thunder in the note, 


Or through miſtaken favor of the times, 


Build ſplendid manſions, purchaſe vaſt domains 


With plunder'd wealth from Oriental plains, 9 
He finds no reſt, no ſoft Aſylum there, 9 
But lives a moping Image of deſpair. 


Turn where he will, he ſees, or thinks he ſees 


Dread light'ning ſinge the Sun's meridian ray, 


Clouds in the ſky, when ev'ry cloud's away ; 


Pour'd ſoft and mellow from each warbler's throat. 
If this be life, tho' rounded with a Crown, 


Who would Ae wiſh to lay the burden down! 


Why, when we bring a HowasD forth to view, 
Not drag a HasTinGs, and a RUMBoLD too ? 
Search hiſtry through before and ſince the flood, 
We find the bad recorded with the good, 


- > RIM 
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Whote conduct is not as his Doctrine ſound, 
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In holy writ, tho' ſome that writ diſdain, 
With righteous ABEL ſtands the wicked CAIx. 
NeRo and Tir us {till preſerve a name, 

This juſtly priz'd, and that conſign'd to ſhame. 
Our glorious ALFRED dignifies the page, 

And left a leſſon to each future age, 

But if a Ric#arD mark'd his reign with Hate, 
As tyrants ought, he met a tyrant's fate. 


On Truth's Incloſure let him rot unpalm'd, 


His Mem'ry ſtink, as ALFRED Sis embalm'd. 


W hat's Vice, or Virtue, but meer words of courſe, 


Unleſs the Man gives each its proper force! 


Cold are the precepts, if examples fail, 
Theſe muſt be practis d to make thoſe prevail. 
In vain the Prieſt the Roſtrum may aſcend, 
Proſtrate the body, and the palm extend; 


In vain with zeal the Chriftian laws expound, 


Who 
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Who but muſt laugh to ſee the gorg'd Divine, 
Juſt hurried from a feaſt, and ſwill'd with wine, 
With ſtaring eye- balls on his text intent, 
And hear him preach up Abſtinence in Lent! 

Or who but muſt thoſe canting Saints deſpiſe, 

Who dwell with rapture on the ſocial ties, 

Who call it luxury to comfort woe, 

Yet grudge the farthing, which their alms bore. 
Out on ſuch Charity ! which mocks the teſt, 


Glows on the lip and freezes in the breaſt, 


What food for Satire in the ſacred liſt! 


Here wary prudence cries © Deſiſt, Deſiſt.“ 
Eccleſiaſtic Courts are ſerious things, „„ 


And Biskors there have more controul than KI Ns. 


Give me their Names and Deeds ſome future time, 
And I'll engage to furniſh out the rhime. 
But while I praiſe the race that LowTH hath run, 


By way of Contraſt name a WARBURTON, 


or 
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Or act, tame guardians of the public Weal, 


Vent the loud Oath, and tell the ſmutty tale. 
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Nor when, O MookE I treaſure up thy worth, 
Forget the haughty Prelate of the North, 

Pride is a Vice of diabolic ſpawn, 

Mean "op Surplice, meaner {till in Luwn. 

Of all the Characters, that pleaſe the leaſt, 
Sure none ſo bad, as an o'er-bearing prieſt, 

Nor one ſo good, as he who meckly wears 

His robe, the type of whoſe command be bears. 
But wide the difference, tho' the ſame their Coats, 


"Tween Parſon ADAmMs, and a Titus OATEs. 


In vain the Royal Proclamation's made, 
If tardy Juſtice finks into a Trade, 
If lazy Magiſtrates the laws forſake, 

And nod ſupinely when they ought to wake, 


From private motives, or from party zeal, 


At each dull meeting copiouſly regale, | j 


Look 


3 PERSONAL SATIRE. 

Look up each idle, and important drone ! 

And take one bright example — the throne. 

Each rude defaulter checks fair N $ growth, 

Inſults the Sovereign, and breaks his Oath. 
But what are Oaths, or Proclamations what ! 
When by the Breach a Perquiſite is got. 

Tho' many a Juſtice Shallow till remains, 

Whoſe ele is meaſur'd, equal to the Chains 

That ſquare his dirty Acres, and looks big 


In the huge Concave of a pompous Wig, 

A Concave, well adapted to the head, 

Round which its circling tegument is ſpread ; 
| They've Art enough their Intereſt to ſee, 


To licence Brothels and extort the fee, 


Togrant a paſs-port to the ſcenes of ſhame, 


Nor bluſh in form to ſtamp it with their name. 


| Liv'd there a Villain of exalted birth, 
Who ſinn' d ſo faſt, as almoſt caus'd a dearth, 


Him 


PERSONAL SATIRE 9 
Him Popes attack'd, and arm'd in Virtue's cauſe, 


Made theWretch tremble, tho' he ſpurn'd the Laws. 
Guilt ſhrunk appall'd, nd claak's her double face, 
And frighten'd Folly ſtarted from her place. — 
a Pomp reclin'd her artful head, 

Pride drop'd her glitt'ring helmet, as the fled, 
While ſaucy Wealth, tho' ſmiling, felt the cruſh, 
And harden'd Nobles then were ſeen to bluſh. - 
He knew to aim in arch Horatian lays, 

The ſhaft of Satire, and the plume of Praiſe. 

Full well he knew, that to reform a Vice, 

He muſt begin by daring to chaſtiſe. 

Him CHURCHILL follow'd, eager in the courſe, 
And what he loſt in Eaſe regain'd in force. 

He, like another JuvenaAL, began, 

And in attacking Vice attack'd the Man, 
Preferring in his bold and hardy ſtile, 

The raſp of Anger to the ſmoother file. 


& Immortal 


1 
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Immortal Jox1vs ! in thy Writings flow 


The ſtreams united of the former two; 

Eaſe link'd to ſtrength,and OE, reliey' d . e 
The one to ſtrike an Awe, and one to pleaſe. 

Like ſome rare form, which Sculptors yet may find, 


ALCIDEs and ANT INOUs combin'd. 


GRAF TON yet lives, and might hereafter rot, 
Safe in his tomb, unnotic'd and forgot, 
But thou, leſt future Ages ſhould not hear 
That ſo much Merit center'd >, Peer, 
Haſt kindly grav'd his monument Stone, 
And made his Name immortal as thy own. 


Souls of a higher Caſt, of brighter Note, 


Stood ſelf- convicted, trembling when he wrote, 


The parts ſuperior of their foc deplor'd, 


And found his pen far keener than the {word, 


Why in the Pillory doth Juſtice place 


Each daiing Miſcreant of the human Race, 


The 
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The loathſome peſt, and out-caft of the Town! 

 Why—but to have his Name and Perſon known. 
This latter to avoid, he ſhifts awry, 

Dejects the head, and ſewn: meet an eye. 

Give him a Vizard, and conceal his Name, 


He'll ſtand intrepid on this Mount of ſhame. 


Thus with the Great, who fin by fin commit, 
They hug themſelves, in ambuſh when they fit; | 
But once enroll them on the public page, | 
Some duck their fronts, and others ſtorm with rage, 
Now talk of Actions, and now menace blows, 

And damn the Man, who dares the Truth expoſe. 
O Impotence of threat | the more they ſtir, 


T he more contempt awaits their Character. 


If, PitT abandon'd, to his Country true, 
The venal Syſtem WALPOLE dar'd purſue, 
Which of the two attain'd the nobleſt end, 


Corruption's Miniſter, or Freedom's Friend ? 


C4” The 
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The picture of the one looks freſh and fair, 
The other tarniſh'd, colourleſs and bare. 
Pitr | like thy Sire, another, yet the ſame, 


Go! tread with equal ſteps the road to fame. 


So ſhall the Muſe engrave in honeſt rhime, 


Thy brilliant Virtues on the plate of Time. 

Nor thou, tho' thought-involv'd, diſdain the Muſe 
Who waves her pen with well- directed views, 
For when the Man's majeſtic form is gone, 

Say'd by her ſacred Verſe, his Name lives on. 

The Muſe, tho' Death may hearſe the body's frame, 


Admits no funeral of a worthy name. 


| What awful form is this ? that draws ſo nr, 
With eye determin'd, and of brow ſevere, 

With even-dealing Juſtice by her fide, 

Not to be ſcar'd by Opulence, or pride, 


Who boldly dares her honeſt pen to draw, 


And blot that Nonſenſe from the Code of Law, 


Which 


xa 
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Which deems a Libel, granted but by few, 

The more a Libel for it's being true. 

One hand a rod thrice dpa in gall ſuſtains, 

By which with abſolute Command ſhe reigns, 

And one a lenient bal ſam to relieve 

The wound's keenSmart, which ſhe's compell'd to give, 
Tis SATIRE, thou l In humble ſuit to thee, 

Thy willing Convert bends the ready Kane 


„ Ariſe!” ſhe ſays, © obſerve my ſtrict command, 


W < Spare not ore guilty Scoundrel through the Land, 


9 Nor heed the fine-wove texture of a Lay, 
cc Where flow ry Tropes are taught to dance the hay. 
2 «« Leave them to laureat poets—and be thine 


Ihe vigorous cadence of a manly line. 


_ 


«« Are ſubjects wanting ? to Newmarket fly, 
* Where noble Swindlers cog the loaded die. 
Or ſhould this fail, the Robbers from the Ea/t, 


* A cut · throat crew, afford an ample Feaſt. 
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Can Rurus HALL deviation no Treat, 

Where thou may'ſt take poſſeſſion of a SEAT! 

Is there no ſubject in that ample ſpace, 

Who well deſerves the Bludgeon of diſprace ? 

To ſoothe thine Anger, or provoke thy phlegm, 


No Judge to praiſe, no Council to condemn ? 


Turn then to SrEPHEN's honurable Walls, 
With leathern lungs where Oppoſition bawls. 
But let the Loaves and Fiſhes meet his eyes, 
And the gagg'd Patriot into Silence dies. 
For where among ſuch Patriots can we boaſt, 
A ſecond MarveLL, or a MARvzLL's ghoſt ! 
Mute is that Tongue, which ſtunn'd the Houſe 
before, — 
And rolls the froth of Eloquence no more. 
Thence draw your Actors of compounded hue, 
As in the Roſciad, cr 160 the View. 
For tho they differ in the Place and Name, 


The Senate and the Stage are much the ſame.“ 
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Wo Thanks for that hint! Tis worthy of a ſtrain, 
1 That needs no labor'd fiction of the brain. 

1 | Yet, tho' the rugged Verſe may prove ſevere, 
1 Let me to manners, and to grace adhere. 

For tho' this frame ſhould famine try to 2 


I will not mangle, -when I mean to carve, 


SONG. 


ey 6 nnn 


—— Ale — _ 


SONG, © 
Tune, T7 riſtram Shandy. 


I. 


RouNp Faſhion's gay table ſome love to be 
gambling, 
Emptying each purſe at their Creditors Coſt, 
And ſome to the courſe of Newmarket love rambling, 
Blund' ring too oft the wrong ſide of the poſt, 
But Woman inviting, ; 
And Claret delighting, 

My ſpirits exalt and enrapture me molt ; 
With theſe every vapour chaſe, 
Reſiſting the Demon deſpair, 
Look poverty full in the face, 


And hang uv he Crutches of Care. 


SONG. 17 


II. 


1 Ye formal methodical Sons of ſobriety, 
Phlegmatic, cold, to feſtivity coy, 
1 | W ho know not the Raptures of mirthful Society 
Whole larum of life ſeldom wakes you to Joy. 
Adieu to your notions | 
For Bacchus's potions 
be | Inpiring good humour, far better I prize, 
| | Go! preach up your doctrine elſewhere 


Shake your noddles and ſeem to look wile, 


Whilſt I take a Sail thro' the air 


In pleaſure's balloon ta the ſkies, 


III. 
What Pop x has applied to the fountain poetical, 
| Holds good with reſpect to the Grapes ruby ſtream, 
F Maintain it I will againſt all who are critical, 
However filly the Contraſt may ſeem : 
Here Draughts that are ſhallow 


Our heads over-mellow, 


D | | Ad 
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And ſnap goes the axle that holds up the brain, 
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But drinking large bumpers inſpires 
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The animal flow of each vein, 
Rekindles the ſoul's dying fires, 


And makes us all ſober again. 


IV. 
Then take off your bumpers, ye ſons of Virility, 
So ſhall ye triumph o'er Baccavs's Tun, 
Be lively, my bucks, and indulge riſibility, 
Happine is riſes from laughter and fun; 
But to make the glaſs ſweeter, 
Our pleaſures completer, 
Dear Woman in with a look debonair, 
She the Waſte of love's Paſſion i. 
And proves herſelf kind, as ſhe's fair, 
Her hand moſt good-naturedly tears 


_ 


Ev'ry leaf from the Volume of Care, 


( WY 
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IL TONSOROSO. 
Addreſſed to Sir Peter Puff. 
AFANCY-PIECE.. 


Hi. PETER, to great PETER Health! 
Nor think thy large, accumulated Wealth, 
Got by the Sweating of another's brow, 

Or of thine own perhaps—no matter how— 
Shall ſcare the Bard, who fearleſs of his Lock, 


Heeds not the Barber, nor the Barber's block. 


From a plain Man accept this plain Addreſs, 
Who wanting Aatt'ry, loves thee not the leſs. 
I aſk for nothing that thou haſt to give, 
Enjoy it, if you can, eat, drink, and live, 
Thou can'ſt not knight me las to all the reſt 


Keep it for thuſe, who may deſerve it beſt. 


D 2 | 'Tis 
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'Tis not thy Purſe, which Hundreds help to fill, 


Tis not one Spindle of thy Cotton- Mill, 
Tis not thy Rank, be-knighted tho' thou art, 


Nor yet thy Wig which captivates my Heart. 
No tis thy mild Behaviour to thy Wife, 


Thy Love to her through ev'ry Stage of Life, 


That kind Endearment, few can ſcarce believe, 
That ſoft Complacence ADAM fhew'd to Eve ; 
E'en from the time you razor'd o'er a Pate 

Up to thy preſent, and important State, 

Thy prudent Charity, which, left to roam, 
Might ſtray, and therefore wiſely keeps at home, 


Thy fervent, Chriſtian Zeal for Sunday Schools, 


Where with Amazcment Wits may ſpring from Fools, 


. Unleſs to earn what Nature daily craves, 


The little Herd are deſtin'd for thy Slaves ; 


Theſe, and more rare Endowments of the Mind, 


My ready Muſe to thy Devotion bind, 


Theſe ; 
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Theſe happy Qualities inſpire my Lays, 
*Tis not the Barber, or the Knight I praiſe. 


Tonſor no more but Worſbipful Sir Knight! 
If this high Title ſhould thy Soul delight, 

As ſure it muſt—elſe wherefore pay the fee, 

To take up poor PRG NicnyoLson's Degree! 

Lon not thy Pride ferment, and make thee drunk, 


But ride thy Hobby-horſe with ſober ſpunk. 


When thy Dependants crook the pliant Knee, 
Cringe at thy fight, and bow the Head to thee, 
When in thy Dome loud Compliments are heard, 
And great SIR PETER ſounds at evry Word, 

Let him not then forget from whence he ſprung, 
Like gilded flies engender d upon Dung. 

Can none remember, when at F ate's Beheſt 
MemsRino's Helmet was his only Creſt, 

His Arms, a Strap, a Razor, and a Ball! 


As to Supporters, he had none at all ! 


But 
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But now how whimſical are Fate's Decrees 
He may adopt what ſplendid arms he pleaſe, 
And fee the Herald from his ample Bank 
To emblaze an Eagle or a Cotton-hank. 
Think not dread Sir! my Aim is to degrade : 
The low Employment of thy former Trade, L 
To under-rate thy juſt, and proper Worth, 
Which ſoars aloft, and mounts above thy Birth, 
'Tis noble, daring, and beſpeaks a Soul, 


In Tallneſs equal to a Barber's Pole. 


I plaud the Man, who wheels his rapid way 
To Fortune's Ring, and there maintains his Sway, 
The low have jump'd to Equipage and Show, 
The higheſt dwindl'd into all that's low. 


Say | which deſerves an honorary Buſt ! 1 


The public Voice will judge it to the firſt. 
So 'tis with thee, my friend! —F amiliar grown, 
As we jog on, we ſhall be better known. 


I harbour no deceit, but ſpeak out free 


EL. 
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. 


And wiſh the like Sincerity from thee. 
I plaud the Man, who in a trading Line 


Can twiſt his broken fortune to a Mine. 


Yet let him move within his proper Sphere, 
Nor try to ape the Manners of a Peer, 
But reſt himſelf within his humble Box, 


Not like the F rog, attempt to be an Ox. 


I plaud the Man, who gets the ſhining Pelf, 
And buflds his laſting Monument himſelf. 
It argues Induſtry, and depth of Brain, 


Which few, but modern Trimmers can attain. 


But ſhould that Man, o'er- bloated with Succeſs, 
Forget thoſe friends, who aided his diftreſs, 

| Thoſe friends below, ungratefullly dais 

Who held the Ladder, while he vaulted high 

To Fortune's Summit, in the Way of Trade ; 

Where Ten have fail'd, to one who hath been made ; 


Should he with more than avaricious Hand 


Wrench 
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Wrench from hisWorkmen their hard-earn'd Demand, 
Or like a Baſhaw, . Eyes of fire 
To fright the trembling Lab'rer from his Hire, 
Ere I'd affociate with a Wretch ſo vile, 

[However ſplendid, and ſ uperb bis Stile, 

Total Neglect of Beard would I begin, 

Nor ſuffer one more Lather on my Chin, 

| Or what's {till worſe, the Growth of Cotton -trees 


Prefer to fertile Britain's golden Fleece. 


Not ſo doth PETER to his Men behave, 
Free in himſelf, he hates the Name of Slave. 
So gen'rous he, they redden to receive 
The weekly sums, that he vouchſafes to give. 
When did the Orphan un-redreſs d complain ! 
The Wife, the Widow, ſue to him in vain! 
Thi enliv'ning Guineas from his pocket fly, | 
Quick as the Tear, that ſtarts into his Eye. 
The poor reliev'd, hie home with merry ſoul, 


And kindly thank the Giver of the Dole. 


But 
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But when they ſearch they find them all withdrawn, 
And wonder where the Devil they are gone, 
Amaz'd they fit, and one and all declare, | 
Some Hocus-pocus Spirit hath been there. 
Punctual in Contracts, was it ever known 

He wanted once thoſe Contracts to diſown ' 

Or ike a Hunks, with mean ideas fraught, 

To chafter, and to haggle for a groat! 

Sooner ſhall Tonſors airily preſume 

To catch the Graces of a Drawing Room. 
Preſume they may but all Belief 'twould ſhock 
That Mercurics can be made from ev'ry Block. 
Kings may dub Knights tis true, but never can 
With all their Potence make a Gentleman. 
Now gracious PETER with attention hear, 

But firſt pick out the Cotton from thine Ear. 
Let not dire Luſt of Gold thy mind pervade, 
Nor tempt thee to monopulize the trade. 

To tax all other Spindles through the Land, 


And make them pay a Tribute to thy Hand. 
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As if th' Invention of the nice Machine, 

With ev'ry Movement, all thine own had been. 
Nor yet to tuff thy weighty Coffers full 
Extend the Trade to fink the Price of Wool. 
Long may that ſtaple Article remain, 
The Pride of Britain through her rich Domain ! 
Or elſe methinks in q ancy's Eye I ſee, 

What hurts my Soul, but will not trouble thee, 
See in the Floute of Lords with deep deſpair, 


The Woolſacks tremble for their Station there. 


Now ſhould'ſt thou ever fill the Sheriff's Chair, 


Good Lord ! how wili the Country-bumpkins ſtare ! 


To ſee thy Pomp ſhall Criſpin quit his ſtall, 
Toſs by his Lap-ſtone, and his pointed Awl, 


The Tinker leave his yet unmended Pot, 


His Forge the Blackſmith, and his Can the Sot, 


His Frame the Weaver, the Whittaw® his Gears, 


And Thimbl'd Heroes throw aſide their Shears. 


* Aprovincial word for a collar-maker. 


Nor 


Wo... 
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Nor leſs the Females ſhall thy Pomp approve, 

Who fill th' inferior Galaxy of Love. 

She, who hath Language at her Tatler's End, 

Shall for a while her Eloquence ſuſpend. 

The Shoe-black's Lady, and the Duſtman's Spoule, 
Their maudlin Cups no longer ſhall carouſe ; 

But fly to view the ceremonious Show, 

The glorious grand Proceſſion to and fro; 

JonN OsSTLER drop his darling Mug of Ale, 

And BeTTy BRooM forſake her Mop and Pail, 
Each Babe in Arms, like HecTor's Babe,ſhall cling, 
Cloſe to the ſhelter of its Nurſe's Wing, 

Nor dare to turn its little Head around, 


Scared at the prancing Steeds, and Trumpets Sound. 


But let thy Grandeur be the County's Boaſt, 
And amply ſuit the Splendor of the Poſt. 


Be all things rang'd, and order'd for the beſt, 


The Treat as ſumptuous as a Miſer's Feaſt, 


ES | Spare 


roms oOoR 0s o. 


Spare not for Coſt— tis better much by far, 9 


To ſive than loſe a Sheep for want of Tar. AI 
Let Oftentation for the good of. Trade 3 ; 
Richly diſplay her glittering Parade, J 
Thy Javelin- men wear and adorn'd with Lace, 3 
And gold-trim'd Scarlet, bluſhing with diſgrace, 1 
As if aſham'd to cover Hides ſo rough, 4 
And to be match'd with Galligaſkins buff. 1 
Give ſinart-cock'd Hats to thoſe, who never wore 4 
But ſhabby slouches, and round Heads before, 9 


And let thy Coach attract the vulgar Gaze, 

Steed anſwer Steed in high, and boaſtful Neighs, 
Thy gorgeous Trumpeters their Cheeks expand, 
Io tell the Judge Sir PETER is at Hand. 

So ſhall he hall thee with extreme good Will, 


KNn1GHT OF THE ORDER oF THE COTTON MILL, 
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Ei Y E Wretches! whoſeMinds are with Avarice fraught, 


| 4 That never yet teem'd with one generous thought, 
9 Sneak peeviſhly home to your beds. 

2 Away from my ſight! whilſt a b:immer I charge, 
2 G ve a looſe to my Humour, - and revel at large, 


Purſuing where Jollity leads. 


IT. 

[Doze, doze out your days, like the moles of the earth, | 

Nor dare to extinguiſh the lamp of my mirth, 

But bright let it ſparkle away. 

W hilt ye are all dull, or enwrapt in a dream, 

Let its flame hurry 3 and finiſh its gleam, 

: With a bold and excentrical ray. 
III. Give 


£ CO. mm. : 


1 _ Give me the choice gueſt, whoſe Ideas refine, 


- 


|| Whoſe native good Humour is ſtrengthen'd by Wine, 


| Who laughs at formality's plan ; 
Who in ſpite of a rigid, grave, cenſuring World, 
i With rapture beholds fancy's Streamer unfurl'd, 


i And ſnatches the breeze whilſt he can, 
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YOUR GOOD SORT OF PEOPLE 


1 N general are bol who the Sacrament take, 

| And make it a Point not the Sabbath to break, 

Go home, ſcold their Children, their Servants abuſe, 
And propagate Scandal for neighbourly News ; 
Skin-deep their Religion, and founded on Art, 

Oft ſeen in the Face, but ne'er felt in the Haas | 
With whoſe outward gloſſes I ne'er could accord, 

F rom ſuch good Sort of People deliver me, Lord! 
IFor of all, in the Hypocrites Lift who ſtand firſt, 

A Church-going Hypocrite's ſurely the worſt, 
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Inſatiate Imp of Wealth! and damn'd with Parts, 


T H E 


COMPLETE STEWARD: 


A fiftiticus Character, which for the honvur of human 


Nature, it us to be h'p:d will never exiſt. 


In O daring Wretch ! with not one park of Worth, 
Pepi d, deteſted Jop As of the North! 

Wich not one active Virtue to controul 

The dark, infernal Vices of thy Soul. 

Viper in 1 form! who ſting'ſt the Breaſt, 
Where thou waſt kindly treated, and careſs'd ; 
Falſe to thy Maſter, as to all Mankind. 

Type of the Typer, nd the Fox combin'd. 


At which the vileſt Money-jovber ſtarts. 
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Sine ly, rh en qr > Ja ſicae gare Ace 


Birth 
: The Hand of Darkneſs curtain'd half the Earth. 
7 The Sun grew ſick, and weary of the Sight, 
Behind a Cloud conceal'd his filver Light. 
Total Eclipſe nook place, and not a Ray 

| ! | Shot through the Opaque of the celeſtial Way. 

x No ſeather'd Songſter tun'd his little Throat, 
Nor Echo chants; reſponſive to the Note. 


No Sound was heard, but from their vile Abodes, 


; The Hiſs of Serpents, and the Croak of Toads. 


Thou! Town and Country Magazine of Art! 
. 1 How ſhall the Muſe begin, or end her Part! 
= How paint the glories of thy lordly Reign, | 


In ſerious Numbers, or the comic Strain! 


Free will ſhe uſe, as ſuits her Humour beſt, 


| The Axe of Satire, or the Lance of Jeſt. 


Thou Haman! who deſerv'ſt a Haman's Fate, 
2 Come forth! array'd in all thy Pomp and State. 

x Defy cach Bolt, that at thy Head is hurl'd, 

9 Come forth! and fri ght the Monſters of the World. 
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Ye ghoſts of Villains ! of whatever Spawn, 

In Coaches ſome, and ſome on Sledges drawn, 

Both N ewgate's, and the Pillory's diſgrace, 

Who 3 at Tyburn clos'd your mortal Race, 
Ariſe from Hell! and in the face of Day, 

Confeſs, you were but Bunglers in your Way. 

Elſe might your Necks have ſcap'd the fatal Tree, 

Which yet, thou BakRaBas! may ſtand for Thee. 

Then back to Hell ! and own your Torments leſs, 

Till this foul! Fiend of Earth transforms his Dreſs, 

Flits to the Shades below with hideous groan, 

Diſarins old Sar AN, and uſurps his Throne.“ 

The Spectres then ſhall crouch beneath his Nod, 

And Furies tremble at this Devil-god. 


His horrid Looks ſhall awe them into Fear, 


Not leſs a Tyrant there, than Tyrant here. 


Let Whirlwinds riſe, deſtructive Torrents roll, 
And roaring Earthquakes rene the folid Pole, 
Dread, rattling Thunder ſhake the blacken'd Sky, 
And forked Lightning ſinge the dazzl'd Eye. 

5 „ Let 
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Let Tempeſts rage amain, the labouring PEAK 
With vaſt Exploſion through the Surface break, 
Its monſtrous Jaws, aghaſt to view! diſplay, 
And ſhew its trizhtful Wonders to the day. 
Let Horror howl, tremendous as ſhe can, 

Still is thy Sleep, thou caſy-conſc enc'd Man 
Still ſhall thy Lord and Maſter on thee wait, 
Brought by thy Treachery to R needy State. 
Continue to concede eich juſt Requeſt, 


To watch thy Pillow, and to guard thy Reſt. 


5 none remember | yes, I'm ſure, all can, 
Tuis empty Puff, this Fungus ofa Man, 
When firſt he enter'd on his Lord's Domain, 
The loweſt, fawning Lackey in his Train, 
Who could not read, and therefore could not write, 
But wiſh'd to learn, like Curs, who with to bite. 
Did not a certain well- inſtructed Fair, 
In meer c take him to her Care, 
Teach him his A! . and how to Spell, 

1 1 
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To Cypher, and to join his Letters well? 
For this kind Act, his Gratitude was ſuch, 
He inly thought he could not do too much. 


Rais'd by her Aid to fill the Sreward's place, 


Th' important Coxcomb apes an awkward Grace, 


Affects what little dignity he can, 

But Jack can ne'er be as a Gentleman ; 
With canting, hypocritic baſeneſs fraught, 
Pays Courtſhip to the female, who had taught, 

| Promiſes Marriage—on that ſacred Vow 

Betrays her Confidence—he beſt nows how. 
Then leaves her in deſpair to pine for bread, 
And leads another to the nuptial Bed. 

Whilſt ſhe, forlorn, unable to ſultain 

The Weight of Mis'ry, quits the World in pain. 
No Sob pervades the ruthleſs Villain's Heart, 
Gold his chief Play, where Avarice fills her Part. 
Nor reſts his dark, malignant Spirit here, 

Such is his Influence o'er the thoughtleſs Peer, 


That he ferments Diviſions, when he ought 
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To cloſe the Breach his Perfidy hath wrought, 


Doing thoſe Acts, which he may wiſh undone, 


And makes the Sire an alien to his Son. 


Can the fond Sparrow range the Vale, the Hill, 
The Barn-yard Door, and in her little Bill, 
With eager Tranſport flutt'ring through the Air, 
To her young Brood the precious Morſel bear, 
Whoſe chirping Throats ſtand open to receive 
The dainty food, the parent Bird can give! 
Yes—the fond Bird can range the Vale, the Hill, 
The Barn-yard Door, and in her little Bill, 

With eager Tranſport Autt'cing through the Air, 
To her young Brood the precious Morſel bear, 
Whoſe chirping Throats ſtand open to receive 
The dainty food, the parent Bird can give. 
Not thus InFELIX—at his Steward's Beck, 
Servile he aw the Kms; and bends the Neck, 
Turns from his Children, ſpurns them from his Door, 
Neglects their Heritage, and keeps them poor, 
1 Whilſt 


38 THE COMPLETE STEWARD. i 
Whilſt he, vain Upſtart, on the Crowd looks down, IR 
With pompous Port and ſupercilious Frown, 
Shines a rank Vapour, that in higher Air, _ 
Though dung hill bred, emits a Mcteor's glare. =_— 


What could induce InyeL1x to intruſt 

His fortune to a Steward ſo unjuſt ! 

To ſuch a diabolic Wretch, in whom 

Unite the Spaniard's pride, and Dutchman's gloom. 
What honeſt Man would deign to take a Chair! 

If this implacable Baſhaw was there. 

Secks he not Day and Night with all his Pow' £ 
To prey on thoſe, he thinks he can devour! _ 

To catch at Words, and liſt to ev ry Sound, 

And ſmile Applauſe, when moſt he means to Wound! 
Silent to fit, and 21 the ideal Friend, 55 

For his, and ſome baſe Petty-fogger's End! 

Baſe as himſelf— for none, who know the Laws, 


With Hearts right honeſt, would ſupport kis Cauſe. 


Rapacious 


, 
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Rapacious Uſurer ! who ſupply'ſt each Heir, 
With Caſh on Terms moſt honourably fair, 
Who little thinks, that when the Money's lent, 
He grants Annuities at Cent per Cent. 

By foul Extortion ſwell thy mighty ſtore, 


What can a Jew, or Jewlike Chriſtian more! 


Think not the Muſe hath ventur'd to complain, 
In too indignant, and ſevere a Bend. 
Thy ſins, like Tudah's, in the days of old, | 
Both by the Prophet, and the Prieſt foret<ld, 
Sins, which have put all Order out of Joint, | 


Demand an iron Pen, and di'mond Point. 


To wither all thy Hopes, there yet may come 
A glo my Time, when Guilt ſhall ſtrike thee dumb. 
Unleſs, like him, whom we in Scripture find, 


Child of the Devil ! thou firſt art ſtricken blind. 


The Time may come, as in the days of PAvuL, 


When Gop ſhall tmite the for , thou whited Wall!“ 


When 
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When Sickneſs ſhall iavade thy rotten Frame, 
And give thee up to Infamy, and Shame. 

When hungry Death with un-relenting Sway, 
Shall ſtand, and grin o'er his high-pamper'd Prey. 
Reflection then ſhall hold her horrid glaſs, 
Where thou ſhalt ſee thy Crimes before thee pals 
Perſonified. What then will all thy Wealth 
Avail thy Purpoſe in reſtoring Health, 


In ſoothing angry Conſcience, that forbids 


Sleep to drop Honey on thine aching Lids ! 
There i is no Bank in Pluto's drear Domain, 


Nor e can thy Notes Caſh cnn” there Seat. 


Mean- time, thou poor, inſulted, injur d Peer! | 


Thy Tenants Pity, and thy Footman's Jeer. 


Act, like a Man—arouze your timid Soul, 3 
Be firm, and independent of Control. 3 
Act, as you ought—your Countenance withdraw, 
And drag the Culprit to the Bar of Law, b 
Juſtice ſhall there unravel all the Clew, 
And bring his Fraud and Rapine, full to View, 

Diſpute 
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Diſpute his Bonds, and Intereſt for the Loan, 
Moſt friendly lent, with Monies of thine own, 
A bad man, rais'd to Grandeur from a Drudge, | 
Shrinks from a Jury, and abhors a Judge. 

Be one Exception to the general Rule, 

Vide Sir Hudibras—** There is a Tool, 


* Which cratty Knaves do work with, call'd a Fool.” 


G Ta 


|SHOE-STRING, 
Suppoſed to be Written by a Ploaghman., 


How pleas'd the Beau who, dupe tofaſhion's mode, 
Diſdaining Ridicule, triumphant wears 

The pretty Shoe-String. He ne'er views with pain 
The gaudy buckle, or the claſp antique 

Erſt worn by Miſer old, Curmudgeon hight, 
Affected ſtill by prigs of younger date. 

Nor cares he for the ſwagg'ring top, who weaves, 
Obedient to his Will this curl, and trims 

The chin criniferous, or coxcomb youth 
Prentice, or Journeyman yclep'd, becauſe 

Their Calceaments this orvament diſplay, 

If ornament it can be call'd. But J 


: Whom 
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Whom cruel Fate hath doom'd to toil ſevere 

For pittance ſmall, the ſtubborn Clay to plow, 

Almoſt as ſtubborn as the maſter's Heart, 

Muſt nc'er expect my inſtep to adorn 

With this parade of univerſal Taſte ; 

Nor yet with buckle of Sheffieldian make, | 

Gigantic, fit for Herculean foot, 

Or fabricated at that Town renown'd 

In region Warwickean, ſmuke-involv'd, 

F uliginous - where thouſands ply the tool 
Ingenious to contrive from many a forge 
Whence iſſue forth, coal-burnt, at tide of noon 
A number multitudinous—nor 1060 

When Night o'er each work-weary, drudging Wretch 
Her curtain drops opaque. With leathern thong 

Tough ligament! I bind my clouted, ſhoe, 

That oft hath ſtood the furious, batt'ring ſtorm, 
Tho' now ſome three years waſted, nor the Want 


Of buckle much regret, ſince I behold 
EN HE. The 
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The Man of Mode this ancient fixture wear, 
Tho' in more coſtly guiſe. The hint from me, 
Or ſome laborious Vaſſal, like to me, 

He borrow'd, he derived. The ſelf- ſame Hint 
I borrow'd from a Child, Ie firſt I ken'd 
The cottage-living Matron, in ſweet terms 
Of coaxing accent, tie the little ſhoe 

Firm on the tender infant's pigmy foot, 

Mary, or Margaret—names of humble note, 
Which in the circle of politer life 

Had been far more dulciſonous, and chang'd 
To Margaretta, or Maria, ſoft. 

Thus, tho' the tyrant F aſhion governs all, . 
And makes abſurdity ſtill more abſurd, 

We fee the Shoe- ſtring is a childiſh thing, 
And he who wears this badge, altho' ſix feet 
In Altitude, high-tow'ring bove the reſt, | 

Is but another child of larger growth. 


My deſtiny, alas! is circumſcrib'd. 
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| 
| 
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By dire neceſſity, and not by chance 

8 pontaneous—gladly elſe would I adopt 
The buckle neat, and be the village-beau. 
Mean time to wiſhy-waſhy fops I leave 


The ſilken tie, content with leathern thong, 


Compact, and tough, the manlier of the two. 


SONG. 


L 


Ler the Schools about Happineſs warmly diſpute, 


And weary the ſenſe in the phantom purſuit, 


In ſpite of their maxims I dare 10 define 


The grand ſummum bonum a bumper of Wine. 


II. 


Tis the bal ſam ſpecific, that heals ev'ry Sore, 


The oſt'ner we taſte it, we love it the more; 


'Tis the Cement of Friendſhip, the Opium of Strife, 


The Nightcap of Sorrow, and Omnium of Life. 


III. 


To the Coward a Warmth it ne er fails to impart, 


And opens the Lock of the miſerly Heart; 


But what is the rareſt of all that is rare, 


Gives Wit to * Senſe to a May'r. 


IV. Whilſt 


n 


SONG. 47 
IV. 


Whilſt thus we carouſe it, the wheels of the Soul 
O'er Life's rugged Highway agreeably roll, 
Each thinks of his Charmer, who never can cloy, 


Whilſt Fancy rides Poſt to the Region of Joy. 


V. 


Then he, who true happineſs ſeeks to attain, 
Undaunted the pool of the goblet muſt drain; 
For he, who the Court of that Goddeſs would know, 


Through Bacchus's Vineyard- plantation muſt go. 
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A Wretch, who car'd for no one, but himſelf, 
A greedy Worldling, and too fond of pelf, 

In aſly Corner of his Houlſe prepar'd 

A ſpacious Vault, his piles of Gold to guard. 
Thither at dead of Night he'd oft repair, 


To gaze, dark-lanthorn'd, at his treaſure there, 


But in his laft Deſcenſion giddy grew ; 

Down went old Gripus, and the Trap- door too, 
For ever clos'd him in the ſilent Cave, 

A putrid Carcaſs in a golden Grave. 


MUCH 


3 
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 
A fhrid Deſcriptim of a Hogss-ronn, 


In imitation of different and indifferent Authors. 


nn — 


Tur Surface of the poliſh'd Plane how ſmooth; ! 
Near which in amore lapſe the Ear to ſooth 
A ſoft Rill gurgles, tinkling as it flows 
To calm the mind, and courting to repaſe, 
Around the baſon tho' no flow'ret charms, 
The pendent Willow dips its leafy arms, 
The ſetting Sun at his departure ſheds 
Its Ray, that over half the Expanſe ſpreads, 
A ſtreaming Splendor, ſtreaming bes to fade, 
By faint degrees, the reſt is ſilent ſhade. 
Then come the Quadrupeds, their journey done, 
And to the liquid Element they run, 
The liquid Element allzys their Thirſt, 
And the laſt Draught is ſweeter than the firſt, 
. H. _ 
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Wu v come you not, Farmer, to Church, a Prieſt ſaid, 
Quoth Slouch, becauſe I ſhall be there, when I'm dead ; 


And at Church, while I live, ſure I need not appear, 


Who intend, when I'm dead, to remain ſo long there. 


1 


„ 


Sun, ſtand thou ſtill, ſays Joſhua wiſe and brave, 
Sun, ſtand thou ſtill, cries Spintext mighty grave; 


Which Words I'll treat of, as becomes my ſtation, 


To your and mine no ſmall Edification. 


F or, Brethren, I have lately form'd a Notion, 


That hence may be deduc'd three kinds of Motion, 


The firſt progreſſive, as will ſoon appear, 


The ſecond retrograde, is full as clear; 
The third without a Name, I mention next, 
Sun, ſtand thou ſtill, ſays Joſhua in the text. 
| How 
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How odd, and how ſtrange are the Whims of the Fates 
That the richeft and greateſt ſhould hold their Eſtates, 
From two filly Creatures, whoſe Records they keep, 


The quill of a gooſe, and the ſkin of a ſheep, 


A Wag was addreſs'd by a Man of great Riches, 
And popular Title, with whom he'd been Dining, 
J hear, my good Friend, that your Wife wears the 


Breeches ;” 


O no, my good Lord, ſhe's content with the Lining. 


Said a Toothleſs old Doctor, o'er-bloated with Fat, 
wonder you eat your proviſion ſo wal 
Miſtreſs Martin, you beat me quite hollow ; 
O Doctor, ſaid ſhe, there's no wonder in that, 


Tho' my teeth long ago are all drop'd from their ſhell, 


vet ſtill I've a very good Swallow, 
H 2 A 
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A Punſter once went with ſome Ladies to ſee 


A Giant, who ſlept till the Clock had ſtruck one, 


They waited ſo long, that all ſeem'd to agree, 

For the ſake of their Dinners 'twas time to be gone. 

His Highneſs at length the whole party eſpied, 

Who for not riſing ſooner complain'd of his Head ; : 
Pray ſpare your Excuſes the Punſter replied, 


We know well enough, that you lie ng in bed. 


THE 
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Initated ſrom the Greek. 


PREST with diſorders of a diff rent kind, 
In the ſame Room two Patients were confin'd. 
The ſtaring Madman ſoon outrageous grew, 
And beat his poor Companion black and blue. 
The Diſcipline was roughiſh to be ſure, 
But in them both produc'd an inſtant Cure. 
The one, fatigu'd with drubbing, ſlept profound, 
And wak'd with intellects, compos d and ſound, 
And one, by being drubb'd, could ſleep no more, 
But kept awake, ſtill ſmarting from the ſore, 
Why will not then each diplomatic Man : 
Adopt this uſeful, ſalutary plan? 
The Reaſon is as plain as A, B, C, 
This eaſy Practice would curtail the fee, 
ODE 


v 


On the Boxing-Match between Mzxnpoza the 4 
Jew, and MaxrTin the Bath Butcher. : 


1 
Th E ſtouteſt Men in Albion's Land, 
On boxing days have clench'd the Hand, 
The Coachman Great, and Hunt the Small, 
And George, whom they the Barber call. 
Victorious WILLIAM gave the Laurel bough 


To flouriſh proudly on Fack Broughton's brow. 


Fir'd with the gift, he chang'd his Scene of Life, | 


And advertis'd the harmleſs Feats of Strife. 
With mufff'd fiſts he taught the Beau, 


The Feint, the Stroke, the dreadful Throw, 


And oft he ſhew'd (howe'er the Sage 


Has 
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Has moulder'd to the Touch of Age) 
How beſt the peeping Eye to cloſe, 
To un-lock the Jaw, and break the Noſe, 


To chuck the Ribs, to make the Temples ring, 


And the Croſs-Buttock how, in matchleſs Stile tofling. 


II. 
For none more Acill'd than he, who beat 
(Tho' bruis'd) George Stevenſon the Great. 
George was a Man of noble Deeds, 
And rul'd with Eaſe the fierceſt Steeds. 
An Atlas he, and ſtanding fix feet ig, 
What pity 'twas, that he had loſt an Eye! 
His Form erect, and upright as a Larch, 
His Shoulders broad, his Legs were like an Arch, 
With Muſcles tough, and Knuckles hard, 
He knew th' impending blow to ward, 
To hurl it backward on the F oe, 


And give the ſore, tremendous Throw, 


"Till 
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Till Brougbton's Fiſt the Champion hit 


Full drive upon the Stomach's Pit, 
Tho' much twas thought that Jack would loſe the Day, 
If George had but poſleſs'd another viſual Ray. 


III. 
At laſt the gallant S/ack aroſe 
To deal around his dextrous blows, 
To Attitude a grace to lend, 
And Strength with frait Addreſs to blend, 
With „. {ſkill to tip the flying Mare &, 


And make his Rival, and the Circle ſtare. 
Did e er the Love of Booty warp his Heart ? 
od ther diferace the Luſtre of his Art ? 

I ſpurn the Hero's baſe Retreat, 


Who even would a F ather cheat. 


Be mine with nobler Zeal to claim, 
Honeſt 7 om Smallwood's manlier Aim. 
By 


* A Cant Term, made uſe of, when a Man flings his Antagoniſt over 
his Shoulder, 
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By Conqueſt rouz'd, he ſcorn'd to lay 
A treach'rous Bett, or act foul Play, 
But with his leſt-Arm gave his blows ſo quick, 


So much in earneſt, that he made the Liver ſick. 


IV. 


Had theſe been here to view the Fray, 
The bloody Combat of this day, 
Each had confeſs'd himſelf out-done, 

By him who loſt, and him who won. 
Broughton had thrown his wither'd lau:el down, 
And march'd in woeful dudgeon back to Town. 
The one-ey'd Coachman mutely drop'd his Jaw, 
And George the Barber grumbl'd in his Maw. 

His nerveleſs Arm, that as'd to make 
The Entrails of the Body quake, 
Tom Smallwood had ſurvey'd with grief, 


And own'd he ſaw a mightier Chief, 


I | And 
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And Slach, the gallant Slack confeſs'd 


He ne'er had ſcen two better dreſe d, 


And tho Mendoza bore the Victor's Creſt, 
Acknowledg'd Martin too had fought his very beſt. 


SUNDAY 


_ 


SUNDAY SCHOOES 
A Poericar Dialogs between a NoOBLEMAN 


and his CyHaPLAIN. 


The Cloth „ the Ladies ſoon retir'd, 

An ill-bred Cuſtom, and too oft requir'd, 

My Lord and Chaplain in familiar Chat, 

Wers left alone to talk of this, and that, 

To drink their Wine, and give the mutual Toaſt, 
Regardleſs, which was Gueſt, or which was Hoſt ; 


A Chaplain he, who fhew'd ſoma ſigns of Grace, 


Renounc'd the Gun, and ſhun'd the mad'ning Chace, 


Who ſtudied more, an Honor to his Name! 
The Laws of Scripture than the Laws of Game: 


So much adherent to the Rule of Right, 
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He lend not act the fair-fac'd Hypocrite, 

Like many Prieſts, who put on Virtue's Crown, 
Juſt for the Moment as they do their Gown ; 

A Chaplain he, who ne'er would cringe and fawn, 
Tho he might gain the Mitre, and the Lawn ; 
None of your oily Herd, who maſk their Sin, 
All Saints without, and Phariſces within, 

Nor yet of thoſe, who rear the haughty Head, 
And lord it over thoſe, who give them Bread, 

Or who the Round of Diſſipation ſeek, 

And keep themſelves ſcarce ſober once a Week, 
But one who knew, and practic'd what was right, 
And dar'd be honeſt in Temptation's Spite, 

Dar'd by his own Example to fulfill, 

The pious Truths he labour'd to inſtil, 

Mild as the ſacred Precepts, which he taught, 
Humane, polite, yet manly, where he ought, 
In the chaſte School of pure Religion bred, 


A Lie his Hatred, and an Oath his Dread, 


Much more that Oath, which ſome corruptly take, 


And 
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And truck their Souls for vile Preferment's ſake#, 
Fearleſs of Heav'n's up-rais'd, avenging Rod, 
Who bin Damnation, and defy their God. 
Much trifling matter did my Lord enforce, 
Til thus the Chaplain turn'd the ſmall diſcourſe. 
C. Once more, my Lord! ſhall ! your favor court, 
To give to Sunday- ſchools your firm ſupport! 
N. Still on the ſame unwelcome grating Theme, 
For ever wand'ring in the wrong Extreme! 
Diſcourſe on Topics to my Ear more fit, 
01 quit the Subject, or my Friendthip quit. 
C. Dependent tho' I am, yet not the worſe, 
Rich is my Spirit, tho” but poor my Purſe. 


| I melt 
The Oath of Simony is as follows: 55 

« I A. B. do ſwear, that I have made no Simoniacal Payment, Contract, 
or Promiſe, directly or indirectly, by myſelf, or by any other, to my 
„Knowledge, or with my Conſent, to any Perſon or Perſons whatſoever, 
„ far of concerning the procuring and obtaining of this Eccleſiaſtical 
«© Dignity, Place, Preferment, Office, or Living,” Creſpecti vely and parti- 
cularly naming the ſame ewwhereunto he is to be admitted, inſtituted, collated, 
inſtalled, or confirmed) © nor will at any time hereafter perform or ſatisfy any 
** ſuch Kind of Payment, Contract, or Promiſe made by any other without 


my Knowledge or Conſent. 80 HELP ME Go through Jesus CHRIST.“ 
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I melt with pity at another's grief, 


But what is Pity, join'd not with Relief! 


Oft hath my Heart a long Excurſion took, 
To mourn with thoſe, whom Charity forſook, _ 
But wanting nt to manifeſt its Love, 
Return'd diſconſolate as Noah's Dove. 
Had I your Lordſhip's fortune to employ, 
N. You'd ſpend it, like myſelf, in queſt of Joy. 
C. But in ſuch joy, that ſhould regale my Soul, 
Whene'er I Jook'd on Recollection's Roll. 


And what ſo joyſul, as the preſent Scheme! 
N. The meer Chimera of a waking dream. _ 

The Poor are born the ſpace of Toil to fill, 

And crouch Obedience to their Maſter's Will. 
Knowledge would only tempt them to rebel, 

And dictate the Reverſe of acting well. 

Bred up in Ignorance, the flexile mind 

Is twiſted to the ſhape, we're moſt inclin'd. 
But once inform'd, R diff'rent Turn it takes, 


And o'er the ſervile Barrier proudly breaks. 
| ER. Vain 
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Vain Notions then perrade the ſtubborn Soul, 
And Self-opinion occupies the whole. 

C. Look on the Deſart, comfortleſs, and bare, 
No herbage ſprings, no harveſt i there. 
Or ſhould the Soil exert its utmoſt pow'r, 
It ſhews a Weed, when it might ſhew a F low'r. 
But proper Culture tames the rugged Earth, 
And brings a latent Treaſure into Birth. 

| By due degrees, to Induſtry benign, 
he God of Nature favors the deſign, 
Sheds his kind Influence o'er the thirſty plain, 
Alternate gives the Sun-ſhine, and the Rain, 
The Froſt contracting, and dilating Snow, 
That bids the frigid Mould again to glow, 


The genial Dews, that regular appear, 


And bathe the growing products of the your, 
That underneath their ſilv'ry liquid ſhoot, 
Whoſe ſpangl'd globules, trickling to the Root, 
Nurſe the young Crop, when the declining, Sun 
Hath dip'd his Orb, in other Climes to run, 

Nor 
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Nor ceaſe to nurſe it, till returning day, 
And waſh each putrid particle away. 
Thus the rude mind, abandon'd to its Will, 
Is dead to Virtue, yet alive to III. 
But early Precept gives the friendly Clue, 
Directs the Path, and aſcertains the View, 
Empow'rs the Bud of Knowledge to expand, 
Each noxious Blaſt and Vapor to withſtand, 
And bids the Bloſſom to perfection blow, 


The Tree to flouriſh, and the fruit to grow. 


N. A thread- bare Argument of no Avail, 
Juſt like a Circle, with nor head, nor tail. 

C. And yet, my Lord, before you join the Chace, 
Pou break your Colts, and train them for the Race. 
N. Fine talking this! but were you once a Lord, 

Your Principles with mine would ſoon accord. 
Like me, you'd ramble Town and Country o'er, 
In ſearch of Pleaſure left un- ſearch'd before, 

sleep half the Day, and ſit up all the Night, 


purſue the Wrong, and yet approve the Right, 
With 
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With ev'ry Jingle of the faſhion chime, 
Game deep, and make a Lottery of Time, 
Leaving the dry diſcourſe on Sunday Schools, 
To canting Prieſts, and moralizing Fools. 
C. Firſt be the Bread of Poverty my Lot, 
The Great relinquiſh'd, and my Name forgot 
NM. Know you, pert Sir! to whom you talk. C. I do, 
Andtherefore am thus free. N.To whom.C. To you. 
N. Then if my future favor you expect, 
Be wiſe, nor treat my Title with Neglect. 
. What's in the primeſt Title, when poſſeſt d. 
The lying Motto, and the boaſtful Creſt! 
Merit and Fortune muſt alike combine, 
The Arms to grace, and dignify the Line. 
N. But of itſelf, Nobility's a Prop. 
| C. Aye, my good Lord -A Pole without a Hop. 
Strip from the Title the full- grown Eſtate, 


And leave the flattering Bawble to its Fate. 


IC | Then 
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Then un how faintly from the Trump of Fame; 
Sounds the dull Muſic of a ducal Name. 
Yet here miſtake me not—for I revere 


As well the modern, as the ancient Peer, 


_ Whoſe life the ſtamp of Reputation bears, 


And doubly luminates the Star he wears. 


For him the Muſe ſhall from her Throne deſcend, 


And, not herſelf diſgracing, lowly bend, 


Nor bluſh to give the faireſt Wreath ſhe wove 


In the ſweet ſhades of her Aonian grove, 


But ſhould a Lord, like Bupo, waſte his days 


In uſeleſs Triges and inglorious Eaſe, 


Without one Branch of Science in his RR, 


| Too proud to learn, too ignorant to teach, 


Who ſtruts about with all that Conſequence, 


Which marks the Blockhead from the Man of Senſe, 


Who fears to meet his Equals face to face, 


Spurns a plain Man, yet cringes to his Grace, 


Fond of the Title, that his Boſom ſwells, 


As 
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As Infants are of Corals, and the Bells, 


Who does no Good, no Charity beſtows, 
His Life one ſluggiſh Calm of dead Repoſe, 


| Who feels a flaſh of Comfort in his Breaſt, 


When on his Gout-crutch he ſurveys his Creſt, 
Who but muſt laugh, and in that Laughter ſpurn 
A Wretch ſo mean, ſo haughty in his Turn! 


A daring Infidel in Vice's ſchool, 


| Train'd up ſo long till he became a Fool. 


Death !. ſhall a poor, dependent Chaplain dare 
To treat his Patron with ſo rude an Air! 
Accurs'd Dependence ! where the ſupple Slave 
To gain Eſteem maſt count the Knave, 
Obſerve each look, and with that lcd comply, 
With ready tongue confirm his Patron's Lie, 
Commence Buffoon to humour his Deſire, 

And ſtalk, like Punch, as he directs the Wire, 
Flatter his Vices, plaud each filly jeſt, 


The honeſt heart recoiling from the breaſt, 


K2 
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And as it ſuits his inconſiſtent Turn, 

Congeal like Iceland, or like Etna burn. 

Now out upon a Life of ſuch diſgrace! 

Ine er ſo low my function will debaſe. 

Bold through the bounds of Diſtance Iwill break, 
Nor play the Mute, when Conſcience bids me . 
Not thus did KinGsToN of behaviour free, 


His OLDHAM treat, nor ſhall your Lordſhip me. 


Time levels all, the Monarch and the Slave ; 


There's no precedence in the coftin'd grave. 


When Death appears and ſnaps the vital Cord, 


Equal they rank, the Commoner and Lord. 


In Grave, or Vault, the Worms alike divide 
The foul Remains of Beggary and Pride. 
Meantime be ev'ry virtuous thought purſu'd, 
Practice the god-like Rule of doing good. 


To want, to woe, approve thyſelf a friend, 


And live belov'd, regretted in thy End. 


Boal, 
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Boaſt not of Heraldry, that glimm'ring Ray, 


Which, like an Igzis fatuus, leads aſtray. 
Let this Reflection clip Ambition's Wings— 
T here is a Lord of Lords, and King of Kings. 

N. I feel a ſomething wind my Heart around, 
That loudly ſpeaks, your Principles are ſound. 
Give me your Hand—now ſpeak without a fear, 
And urge the Suit which I'm prepar'd to hear. 

C. Is it not more a Credit to the Times, 
And better to prevent, than puniſh Crimes? 
Would you not wiſh to have your Servants juſt ? 
Or do you take them barely upon Truſt ? 

You wiſh to fleep too free from all Alarm, 

N o Thief to rob, no Murderer to harm. 

And what, like Sunday Schools promotes this good, 
Where inſect Vice is (noche in the Bud! 

For want of training in the days of Youth, 

The needy Villain leaves the path of Truth, 
Commits each petty theft, blaſphemes his God, 


Nor 
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Nor fears the Juſtice, or the Beadle's Rod, 


Adds Crime to Crime without the ſenſe of ſhame, 


And ev'ry Print records his guilty Name, 

With daring Outrage makes Mankind his Prey, 
By Night he plunders, and he robs by Day, 

Nor can the Gibbet's View his fear controul, 


Or ſhake th' infernal Purpoſe of his Soul. 


But when the Sentence of the Law is paſt, 
Too late the wretched Culprit ſtands. aghaſt, 


He then laments the Rigor of his Fate, 


The want of N urture in his infant State, 
From Sabbath-breaking dates his firſt offence, 

As vicious Habits chiefly ſpring from thence, 

Concluding juſtly, whilſt a deepen'd ſigh 
Breaks from his Heart, and Sadneſs dltns his Eye, 

That he, who 11 on the Chriſtian Plan 
To God his Duty; knows it not to Man. 

N. And yet we've known the Man of Letters ſwing, 


And many a Genius periſh by a String. 


C. For 
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C. For them no genuine Tear of Pity flows, 
And theſe how ſcanty, when compar'd to thoſe! 
But rarely One thus clos'd his mortal Courſe, 
Whoſe Mind from Charity's benignant Source 
Caught in her ev'ry ſtream, and ev'ry rill 


The inſtructive Art, that ſmooth'd the crabbed Will. 


Survey the Ruſtic, clad in ſimple State, 
At Church devour, ad at his Home ſedate, 
| Earneſt he turns the ſacred pages o'er, 
Prompt to believe, and fervent to adore. 
With mind compos'd he ſleeps the Night away, 
And meets with Joy the Labors of the Day. 


Now view the Region, where th' unletter'd 
Throng 
Vent the 1 Oath, and chaunt the ribald Song, 
Or plan the means to finiſh human Life, 
The loaded Piſtol, and the fatal Knife. 
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The drunken Brothel, and the ſober Cot. 


See houſeleſs Beauty traverſing the ſtreet, 


In geſture eaſy, and in form complete. 


That form, which might have charm'da Monarch's 
Eye, | 

And made him quit the ſeat of Majeſty, 

That geſture, which might grace a Drawing- room, 

And ſhame the brighteſt Venus in her bloom. 

That Mind, which, if by Education taught, | 

Had ſoon improv, and Miracles had wrought, 

Made Tyrants more inclin'd to ſpare, than kill, 

And India Rulers honeſt gainſt their Will, 

That Tongue which might an Angel well become, 

And with its Muſic ſtrike 2 Senate dumb, 

Alas! how alter'd! like ſome lovely flow'r, 


Dying too quick for want of ſun and ſhow'r. 


That form, which might have charm'd a Mo- 


narch's eye, 


And 
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And made him quit the Seat of Majeſty, 

No more its faded luſtre 4 renew, 

Attract the Heart, or faſcinate the View. 

That geſture. which might grace a Drawing-room, 
And ſhame the brighteſt Venus in her bloom, 
Is now to vileſt Purpoſes employ'd, 

We weed but look to be directly cloy'd. 

That mind, which, if by Education taught, 

Had ſoon improv'd, and miracles had wrought, 
Made Tyrants more inclin'd to ſpare, than kill, 
And India Rulers honeſt 'gainſt their Will, 

With Veal tags, and genders all that's baſe, 
Each moral Thought deprav'd, and out of place, 
That Tongue, which might an Angel well become, 
And with its Muſic ſtrike a Senate dumb, 

With Notes diſcordant fills the aſtoniſh'd Ear, 
And ſmites the boldeſt paſſenger with Fear. 


Vou grant already, that the flexile mind 


1. Is 
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Is twiſted to the ſhape we're moſt inclin'd, - 
From whence it follows, that the ſame good plan 


The well-taught Child will practice, when a Man. 


How chang'd the Scene ! ſince this Event took 
place, 

From foul to neat, to Order from Diſgrace. 
Leſs frequent now the Boy parades the Street, 
His vile Competitors in Vice to meet, 
Truth in his 3 and Heav'n before his eye, 
He fears = Dath, and trembles at a Lie. 
Each thoughtleſs Imp, who liſp'd in Sin before, 
Feels the bleſt Change, and learns to ſin no more. 
The young Idea, to inſtruction warm, 
Collects new force, and ſtrengthens into Form. 
Thus by the temper'd e well-manag'd Aid, 
Where [44's choiceſt Beauties are diſplay d. 
The tender Pers, and Shrubs to Vigor riſe, 


Nor miſs the Fervor of their native Skies. 


In 
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N. Enough—bete take my Purſe—and now command 
In future Aid, my willing Heart and Hand. 

C. For this eternal Bleſſings on your Head, 

| And golden Slumbers on your peaceful bed ! 
For this, the Column of your Praiſe ſhall laſt, 
When all the Vanity of Title's paſt, 
Titles, which, when diſgrac'd, as oft we ſee, 


Stand, but as Nick-names, in the Pedigree. 


1 _ Tr 
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EWES LAMENTATION 


On the Night of their Separation from the LAMzs. 


—PECUDESQUE LOCUT 2, 
INFANDUM | 


Gay, thou, who doſt, with fond parental care, 
And anxious thought, thy tender infant rear, 
Attend each motion, watch the op'ning eye, 
Prevent his wiſhes, and his wants ſupply ; 

Should Death's chill Hand conſign him to the Grave, 
Beyond the pow'r of WaRREx 's Art to ſave; ” 
Thy hopes all*blaſted, and thy ſchemes all broke, 
Could'ſt thou ſurvive the unexpected ſtroke ? 


Whoe'er thou art, let thine own feelings tell, 


What 
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What nought can, like thy feelings, tell ſo well, 
In what ſad bleatings that dread night was ſpent, 
When from our Lambs embraces we were rent ; 
Sudden we fly, chac'd by our guardian fell, 

N or take one longing, ling'ring, laſt farewell, 
Mournful we roam, unknowing where to feed, 

No guard to ſhield us, and no guide to lead ; 

Til morning Dawn; the Dawn brings no relief, 
The light, that ſhews our Loſs, renews our grief. 
Spent with fatigue and hunger down we lie, 

And pine to think no friendly grave is nigh, 
Welcome the Ravage of the fierceſt Beaſt, 

That on our fenceleſs Lambs ſhall nightly feaſt, 
Welcome the hand that guides the fatal Knife, 
Which ends at once our Miſeries and Life. 
Welcome the worſt can fall through life's ſhort ou; 


But tender Mercies of relentleſs Man, 


ORPHEUS 


CN ce — —¾—ę᷑ tne carte — 
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ORPHEUS and EURIDICE. 


» 


His Lady dead, poor ORPHEvs griev d amain, 
And ſighs and tears by turns confeſs d his pain. 


No pray'rs could ſooth, no Lenitives remove 


The dear Ideas of his faithful love. 
Ah! how unlike, fo faſhion bids me ſay, 
The unfeeling Bridegrooms of the preſent day 


Due time elaps'd, if Poets rightly tell, 


The tender ORPRHEUs journey'd down to Hell. 


For Hell he thought, and was the thought a fin ? 


The only place to find his Deary in. 


Then Men were taught by Men who did not know, 
That Ghoſts deſcended to the realms below, 


What- 
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Whatever whims, or notions might prevail, 


As I receiv'd, fo I relate the tale. 


Hearing the News, which well might make him glad, 
That Pruro was chromatically mad, 
With eager hand he ſnatch'd his golden lyre, 


And hop'd with that to fave her from the fire. 


This Hope to gentle wreaths his cheeks inclin'd, 
And gave him back the calmneſs of his mind, 
Gave him of Spirits a more jovial flow, 


Than, when divorc'd, our modern Huſbands know. 


Down went he, blithe of heart, as records ſay, 
And with his Sonnets harmoniz'd the Way. | 
Now low he pitch'd his voice, now rais'd it high, 
And ſticks and ſtones in concert gan to fly. 

But whether ſuch a harſh, diſcordant ſhow'r 
Aroſe to compliment his vocal pow'r, 


To note he carried Muſic's palm away, 


The 


80 ORPHEUS any EURIDICE. 


The Muſe hath no Authority to ſay ; 
: Since tis a fate, which ſhe hath ſcen befall 


The woetul ſt ballad-ſinger of them all. 


At Hell arriv'd, he told his doleful caſe, 


The grinning fiends became elate of ſoul, 
| Alertly gambold, and forgot to howl. 
For ev'ry fiend was happy, when compar'd 


With him, a curs'd, a wretched, wedded bard. 


With wond'rous Art the tuneful harp he hit, 
Tho' dancing- maſters ſwear it was a Kit. 
But whether harp or Kit, or Kit or harp, 


In ſoft Adagio, or Allegro ſharp, 


Let Critics judge. To me, if play d in tune, 


Equal a Harp, a Kit, or a Baſſoon, 


So ſweetly play'd he, and fo ſweetly ſung, 


That all the Concave with applauſes run g. 


When pain ſurceas'd, for torment fled the place. 


And 


ORPHEUS and EURIDICE. 


And Pluto touch'd with pity for the ſwan, 
By Styx adjudg'd his quondam Wife again. 


Fold, hold, quoth Proſerpine that muſt not be, 
Weigh well th' effect of ſuch a raſh decree. 
Thy throne at this Rate will decay in haſte, 
Thyſelf a ſhadow, and thy Realm a Waſte. 
Look round, and notice what a countleſs Race 
Of widows, occupy th' mene ſpace. 
In dotage ſome, and ſome i in youth; ful pride, 
They died, and with them too their jointures died. 
If then to Orpheus you his Bridere ſtore, 
And ſuffer her to tread her native ſhore, 
What troops of Huſbands, with the News impreſt, 
Will ſue thy Kingſhip for the like requelt ! 
All wedgeing in, impetuous in the ſtrife, 
More for the charming Jointure, than the Wife. 
* By Styx I've. ſworn” then be it fo, ſhe ſaid, 
But if th' unwary youth once turns his head, 
Thy giſt is forfeited—** By Styx I ſwear,” 
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2 ORPHEUS and EURIDICE. 


My Ok; as potent, ferries this Affair. 

Thus Orpheus gain'd, if we may call it gain, 
His Wife or ce more, and left the warm domain. 
Arm twin'd in arm, the lovely couple went, 


He fondly led her up the ſteep aſcent, 


For when poor Men throu gh folly downward ſtray, 


Some think that Women always lead the way. 


Too ſoon th' enamour'd Youth turn'd back his | 
head, 

And loſt the partner of his nuptial bed. 

It 10 on purpole—was't not nobly done ? 


It Gl bauble better loſt than won? 


Inftant ſhe vaniſh'd to the ſhades below, 
And left her Partner, over-charged with WOC. 
Snivling to think that he had loſt the Dame, 


He to that Earth return'd from whence he came. 


There are, I doubt not, in the wedded ſtate, 


Brutes, who durſt envy little Orphy's fate, 


And 


ORPHEUS and EURIDICE. 


And own, that twice of one Wiſe to get free. 


Was glorious Luck in its extreme degree, 


Ye! who in faſhions filly ſchool are bred, 
Say! ia ſuch caſe would you recall the dead! 
One of your dirty Acres would you give 

To have your Wives a U time to live! 
Would you not rather part with all you have 


To ſnatch a fav'rite miſtreſs from the grave! - 


Were Orpheus, living, how would Orpheus fear, 
Having thus crr'd, jn public to appear 
The jeſt of Commoners, of Lords the ſcorn, 
And ev'ry Gentleman, who wears a orn. 
With midling folks he might indeed unite, 
But muſt not mix with Company polite. 
With him the midling Claſs might well agree, 


For there the Huſbands are as ſond as he. 


Hail happy ſation ! ſource of every joy | 
Where pleaſure ſhares the leaſt of pains Alloy, 
— 1 Z Free 
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84 ORPHEUS ANDY EURIDICE, 


Free from the preſſure of thoſe mental pains, 


Which Wealth endures, and poverty ſuſtains. 


Thou golden Mean! from whoſe pure fountain 


flows, 


The conſtant ſtream of temperate repoſe, 


(Like that ſoft equal warmth, which, beams alone 
Between the torrid and the frigid Zone) 
Where Competence diſplays her wholeſome face, 


Contentment ſmiles, and Gratitude ſays Grace, 


No mean hypocriſy, no ſordid Art, 


Hangs on the lip, or ſneaks within the heart, 
But all is plain, all fair on either de 
No Lie to varnith, and no fault to hide, 
Such 1s my portion in my calm retreat, | 


Nor envy I the Levees of the Great. 


Lines 
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LINES WRIT TEN IN THE DOG-DAYS. 


HOW HOT IT Is. 


Tur Sun now darts his fervid rays 
With moſt intenſe, and ardent blaze. 
The Herds all pant for want of rains, 

And ſadly each to each complains, 2 
They whiſk the tail, and lick the Mouth, 
The wither'd paſture's parch'd with drowth. 
The flies, and gnats around them cling, 

Their twitching backs denote the ſting. 
N In yonder fields, 
Where Plenty yields 
A Harveſt—how well got it is! 
The farmers yet 
God's gifts forget. 1 
O bleſs my Heart! how hot it is 
2 All 
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86 HOW HOT IS IT. 
All hands at work—at times they reſt, 


Quite over-heated, and oppreſt, 


Their tireſome labors then renew. 


To their Employers ever true. 
The little dog, with nought to do 
Bat watch the ſcrip and bottle too, 
On ſome old veſtment panting lies , 
With lolling tongue, and half - ſhut eyes, 
I pity thoſe, 
| Kind Heaven knows, 
To toil ſo hard, heb lot it is, 
Whoſe Maſters grudge 


Each weary drudge, 
Conſidering not, how hot it is ! 
| 4: 3 
My Head—it aches—my pulſe is high. 
A fever ſure is drawing nigh, 
My temples burn beneath the glare, 


O what 


How Hor IT I. _ Þ 


O what a dreadful ſhoot was there 
I feel a ſomething, void of name, 
That renders languid all my frame. 
My breath 1s ſhort, and very quick, 
I find myſelf extremely ſick. 
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I ſpy a Brook, 
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And Houſe how ſnug a Cott it is! 
I'll baffle there 
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The ſultry air, 
God bleſs my Heart! how hot it is! 
1 
Dame, did you ever feel ſuch heat? 
No truly, Sir, it makes me ſweat. 
% My fon tho' ſomewhat worſe for wear, 
« And patch'd all o'er I ſcarce can bear, 


e And were I ſure, twould not offend, 


d ſtrip myſelf from end to end, 


And walk bare-footed on the floor 


CE For 
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« Fore every comer in, and goer.“ 
Tuſh— quick, ſome Ale, 
Or mild, or ſtale, 


Good, bad, I care not what it is. 


My thirſt to lake, 


| =. A quart II take, 
| O bleſs my heart! how hot it is 
| : 
“ There, how do y'like it.” Very good ; 
It taſtes, as all briſk, mild als ſhou'd, : 


Are you a Widow, Wife, or Maid? 


3 4 


4 Good dear! I'm neither, Sir, ſhe Aid, 


cc ] never yet cou'd bear Controul, 


e ee ee 


4 hate it from my very Soul, 
« So keep unmarried to be free 


= From any Huſband's tyranny. 


Pray what's your ſign ? 


I can't divine, 
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For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 


If not fill d to the Health of ſome favourite Laſs! 
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Myr Temples with Cluſters of Grapes [1] entwine, 
And harter all joy for a goblet of Wine. 
In ſearch of a Venus no longer I'll run, 


But ſtop, and forget her at Bacchus's Tun, 


Vet why this Reſolve to relinquiſh the fair! 


Tis a folly, with ſpirits like mine to deſpair; 


'Tis Woman, whoſe Charms ev'ry rapture impart, 


And lend a new ſpring to the pul: of the Heart. 
The Miſer himſelf, ſo ſupreme is her ſway, 


Grows a Convert to Love, and reſigns her his Key. 


At the ſound of her Voice, Sorrow lifts up her Head, 


An 
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And Poverty liſtens, well pleas'd, from her Shed. 
Whilſt Age in an Extacy, hobbling along, 


Beats time with his Crutch to the tune of her ſong. 


Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 
The largeſt, and deepeſt, that ſtands on the Board. 
III fall up a Brimmer, and drink to the Fair, 


'Tis the thirſt of a Lover, and pledge me, who dare. 
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THE 


WATERIN G- PLACE. 


1. 
Wurx Venus from the Sea aroſe, 
She little thought the Belles and Beaux, 
W ould be ſo eager and intent, : 
As to obſerve her Watering-place, 

And ſtrip with ſuch peculiar Grace, 
At the Receſs of Parliament. 

2. 


Leaning from her celeſtial Throne, 


The bright eyed Goddeſs pleas'd look'd down, 


And ſaw the beauteous, female Race, 
Diſplay ſuch Limbs, as might invite 
Jovx to leave Juno for a Night, 


And revel in their Watering place. 


But 
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3. 
But oh ! ſhe cries - thoſe artful Beaux ! 
Ye heav'nly Nymphs ! beware of thoſe, 
Who watch your haunts from place t to place, 
Their only Aim is to deſtroy | 
Your peace, your happineſs, your Joy, 


Expel them then each Watering-place. 


1 5 
Or elſe too late you may repent, 
That from your Home you ever went 

Thoughtleſs of Ruin or Diſgrace 

Renne back but to deplore, 

The Loſs, which nothing can reſtore, 


Th' effects of many a Watering- place. 
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The Cakeman and Houſekeeper. 


A Man with Cakes upon his Pate, 


Came rapping at the door; 


But ſoon he found he came too late, 


7 


For one had been before. 


Quoth th' Houſekeeper (a haughty dame) 


' Your Cakes too late you've brought; 
Of one who has been here before 


Full half-a-ſcore I've bought. 


The poor man grieving then tull ſore, 


| Said half-a-ſcore's but few; 


Of me (tho' you had bought a ſcore) 


You may buy one or two. 


Your maſter hath full many a gueſt 
Whom nobly he doth treat, 
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May they for meat ne'er be diſtreſt, 


Nor bread want to their meat. 


I pray for all my maſters' ſakes, 


This may be never ſaid ; 


N or that a poor man who ſold Cakes, 


Meat wanted to his bread. 


The maſter from the ſaſh did ſee 
The Man's unhappy ſtate, 
And ſwore it never told ſhould be, 


A poor man came too Aate. 


Then ſtraight his houſekeeper he bade 
Of him take half- a- ſcore; 
And when he calls again, he ſaid, 


Pray take as many more. 


The poor man chalk'd upon the door 
Theſe words, © Henceforth God grant 
He whois kind like Maſter MookE 


Himſelf may never want,” 


„ 


„ 
——— 


MAMMA's ADVICE 


To her daughter on her birth-day. 


„ r 


TDzar Child, you make me bluſh for ſhame, 


You are to books ſo much inclin'd, 


5 r — * — 
| r 138 
e Why ene 5 
* r n 


As if it were your only aim, 


To poliſh and improve your mind. 


To talk of Wit and reaſon P 


Is all a childiſh vain pretence; 
For if you will believe the men, 


=_ Women have nought to do with ſenſe, 


This day, my dear, this day thou art 


Arriv'd at years full half a ſcore; 
Neglect not then thy better part, 
Nor ſlight thoſe charms thou haſt in ſtore. 


Be 
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Be it thy chief, thy only care, 
T attend upon thy lovely face; 
Strive to improve thy ſhape and air, 


And heighten ev'ry op ning Grace. 


Your books to ſtudious M—— reſign, 
Or leave to rot on mouldy Shelf; 
Your ſtudy to your glaſs confine, 


And learn from thence to know yourſelf. 


Thus if our learned men ſay true, 
That Wiſdom 'tis ourſelves to know, 
By eaſy ſteps my dear, ſhall you 


Increaſe in Wiſdom as in years you grow. _ 


0 | SONG. 


3 
A S K me not how dear Chloe I, 
Could know you in diſguiſe; 
'Tis not the Capuchin or Fly, 
Ciaan veil you from theſe eyes. 
5 
Go Chloe, to your glaſs repair, 
That will your doubts remove; 
No Nymph can boaſt that ſhape that air, 
None but the Queen of Lanes 
” 3 
Dear Chloe why are you ſo coy, 
Why all this heſitation ? . 


Come, 


s 0 RN 2 


Come, let us take our fill of joy, 
You've loſt your reputation. 
4 
For if what Caſuiſts ſay be true, 
That Sin is in the intention; 
I have been peccant oft with you, 
You ruin'd paſt prevention. 
5 
Then Chloe, be no longer coy, 
Nor give me more vexation ; 
But let us kiſs and hug and toy, 


In ſpite of Reputation. 
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3RAY's 


WRAY'S 


CHURCH-YARD ELEGY. 


— 


Tune Curfew tolls the Knel! of parting day, 
The l-wing Herd wind ſlowly o'er the Lea, 
The Plowman homeward plods his weary way, 


And leaves the world to darkneſs, and to me. 


Now fades the glimmering landſcape on the fight, 
And all the Air a ſolemn ſtilneſs Lolds, 
Save where the Beetle wheels his droning flight, 


And drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds. 


Save that from yonder ivy-mantled Tow'r, 
The mopeing Owl does to the Moon complain 


Of ſuch, as wand' ring near her ſecret bow? . 


Moleſt Her e encient lolitary reign, 


Beneath 


Deckssuu gravizer pulſat Campana diei, 
Per prata armentum ſegniter ire juvat. 
Tendit iter pedibus tardis defeſsus Arator, 


Atque orbein tacitum dat mihi, dat tenebris. 


Nunc & conſpexu ſublucens omne recedit, 
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Suaviter in requie volvitur Æther iners; 
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Cuncta ſilent, nifi rauca fugam qua Muſca rotundat, 
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Tinrulus atque Sonus ſopit ovile procul. 
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Et niſi qua turri, quæ ſtat veſtita c rymbis, 
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Ad lunam claram noctua luſca dolet, 
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Juxta per ſanctum tegumentum ſiquis aberrans 


Auderet regum diſeruciare ſuum. 


Ecce 


102 | GRAY's CHURCH-YARD ELEGY. 


Beneath thoſe rugged Elms, that yew-trees ſhade, 


| * here heaves the Turf i in many a mouldering heap, 


Each in his narrow Cell for ever laid, 


The rude fore-fathers of the hamlet ſleep. 


The breezy call of incenſe-breathing Morn, 
The Swallow twitt'ring from the ſtraw-built ſhed, 
The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoins Horn, 


No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed. 


For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 
Or buſy Houſewife ply her evening care ; 
No children run to liip their Sire's return, 


Or climb his Knees the envied kits to ſhare. 


Oft did the Harveſt to their fickle yield, 
Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke ; 


How jocund did they Slew their Team afield, 


How bow'd the Woods beneath their ſturdy ſtroke. 


Let not Ambition mock their uſeful Toil, 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure, | 
Nor 
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Ecce ulmi veteres ! veteres ecce et quoque taxi 
Turget ubi ceſpes putribus in cumulis, 
Pallidus in cella contractà quiſque recumbens, 


Heu! priſcæ ville dormit agreſte genus. 


Auroræ perdulce melos ſpirantis odores, 
Nec quæ ſtraminca garrit hirundo trabe, 
Nunquam vox galli, re ſonantia cornua nunquam, 


Hos humili, poterunt ex revocare toro. 


Nec focus incendet tepidiſſimus amplius illis, 
Aut conj ux Cavcat veſpere fida bene ; 
Nec ſoboles current reditum falvere parentis, 


Scandenteſque genu baſia prima petent. 


Falcibus hand raro frumentum flexit acutis, 
Glebam raſtra gravem fepe fregere ſua. 
O! quam feſtive pellebant plauſtra per arva, 


Sylvæ his percuſſæ quam cecidere cito ! 


Utile non opus Ambitio contemn at corum, 


Obſcurum fatum, lætitiam que rudem, 


Nor 
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The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 
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Nor Grandeur hear with a diſdainful 1 


The ſhort, and fimple Annals of the poor. 


The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 
And all that beauty, all that Wealth cer gave, 


Await ike th' inevitavle Hg our, 


Nor you, ye proud, impute to theſe the fault, 
If Mem'ry o'er their tomb no Trophies raiſe. 


Where through the long-drawn iſle, and fretted vault, 


The pealing anthem ſwells the note of praiſe. 


Can ſtoried urn, or animated buſt 
Back to its Manſion call the fleetinz breath. 
Can honour's voice provoke the filent duſt, 


Or flatt'ry ſooth the dull cold ear of death? 


Perhaps in this neglected ſpot is laid, 
Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire; 


Hands, that the rod of Empire might have _ 'd, 


Or wak'd to extaſy the living lyre, 
: But 
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Audiat aut Splendor riſu male faſtidioſo, 


Hiſtoriam planam pauporis atque brevem, 1 


Pompa poteſtatis, generiſque ſuperbia ſummi, 
Omne quid argentum, forma quid omne dedit, 
Expectant que concuſſam mortis acerbe, 


Terminat in tumulo grandis honoris iter. 


Hos humiles, neque vos, culpis onerate, ſuperbi, 
Quòd ſupra cippum nulla trophœsa nitent, 
Sicut in Eccléſis largis, ſtriatiſque capellis, 


Qua laudis notas organa clara ſonant. 


Anne loquens buſtum, ſculpturæ marmoris anne 


Ad ſedem ſolitam mox revocent animam! 


—̃ 2 et of . 


Luminet extinctos cineres an fulmen honoris, 
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Auribus aut mortis lingua diſerta placet ! 
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Forſitan ignotus, cæli ſemel ignibus urens, 
Hae aliquis putrinunc requiescat humo, 
Qui bene tractärit regni venerabile frenum, 


Dulciter aut tetigit blandula fila lyræ. 
P Aſt 
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But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich wich the ſpoils of time did ne'er unroll ; 
Chill penury repreſs'd their noble rage, 


And froze the genial current of the ſoul. 


Full many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene, 


Ihe dark un-fathom'd caves of ocean bear ; 


Pull many a flow'r 1s born to bluſh unſeen, 


And waſte it ſweetneſs on the deſart Air. 


Some village-Hampden, that with dauntleſs breaſt 
Ihe little Tyrant of his fields withſtood ; 


Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt, 


Some Cromwell guiltleſs of his Country's blood. 


Th' 2pplauſe of liſt'ning Senates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, 
To ſcatter pleaty o'er a {miling land, 


And read their hilt ry in a nation's eyes. 


Their lot forbad : nor circumſerib'd alone 


Their growing Vir tues, but their Crimes confin'd ; - l 
Forbad 
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Aſt locuples ſpoliis paginam ſapientia largam, 
Temporis antiqui non apertoat eis; 
Frigida paupe ies ardorem namque repreſſit, 


Ar um næque animas conglaciabat hyems. 


Plurima gemma ſuper ſociam nitidiſſima gemmam, 
Mquoris in caveis obllvlone latet ; 
Plurimus atque rubet non viſus floſculus halans, 


Deſerto et cælo mellea tota terit. 


Ruſticus Hampdenus, qui, firmo pectore præſtans, 
Prædonem fundi vidit, et oppoſuit, 
Alter Miltonus cubet hic ſine nomine noto, 


Inſons Cromwellus ſanguinis aut patriæ. 


Mirantis plauſum quam conciliare ſenatus, 
Exilii fixo pectore ferre Minas, 
Fundere felicem per et uſque beatula terram, 


- Inque oculis populi corda videre ſtatim. 


Sors vetuit : nec, jam virtutes clauſit corum, 


Limite Flagitii ſed quoque clauſit iter: 
N . Oledihese 
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| Forba d to wade through Slaughter to 1 


and nut the gates of Mercy on Mankind. 


The ſtruggling pangs of conſcious truth to hide, 


To quench the bluſhes of ingenuous Shame, 


Or heap the Shrine of Luxury and Pride, 


With incenſe kindled at the Muſe's flame. | 


Fear from the madding crowds ignoble flriſe, 
Their ſober Jide never learn'd to ſtray; 
Along the cool ſequeſter'd vale of life, 


They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 


Vet ev'n theſe bones from inſult to protect, 
Some frail Memorial {till erected nigh, 
With uncouth rhymes and ſhapeleſs ane pk deck a 


Implores the paſſing tribute of a Sigh. 


Their Name, their years, ſpelt by th'unletter'd muſe, 


The place of fame, and clegy ſupply, 


And many a holy text around the ſtrevvs, 


That teach the ruſtic Moraliſt to die. 
| For. 
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Cladibus horrificis vetuit raptare coronam, 


Atque fores veniz claudere ſupplicibus. 


Supprimere et foveat quid mens fibi conſcia recti, 
Etvultu ingenuo ſigna pudoris, eheu! 
Spargere luxuriæ Monumentum ſive ſuperbæ, 


Thurc, quod incendit flammea Muſa, ſacro. 


A procul inſani vulgi certamine diro, 
Frrabant nunquam ſobria vota domo, 
Per vallem vitæ gradientes pace ſerena, 


quam, tranquillam continuere viam. 


Ic tamen oſſa malo defendere mortua damno, 
Erigitur quædam picta tabella prope, 
Incultis rhithmis, ſculpturis et fine forma, 


Qne gemitum poſcit, forſitan et lacrymam. 


Indoctis Muſis Anni, quoque nomina ſcripta, 
Elegiæ et Famæ chaſmata ſuppeditant; 
Multaque ſcripture clementes themata fundunt, 


Quæ doceant vos, o ruſtica turba ! mori. 
- Oblivie 
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That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots ſo high, 
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For who to dumb forgetfulneſs a prey, 


. | — : » , g o 
This pleaſing, anxious being c'er reſign'd, 


Left the warm precincts of the chearful day, 


Nor caſt one longing ling'ring look behind! 


On ſome fond breaſt the parting foul relies, 
Some pious drops, the cloſing eye requires; 


Ev'n from the tomb the Voice of Nature cries, 


Ev'n in our Aſhes live their wonted fires. 


For thee, who mindful of th· unhonor'd dead, 


Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate ; 


If chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 
Some kindred Spirit ſhall inquire thy fate. 

Haply ſome hoary-headed Swain may ſay, 
Oft have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn, 
*« Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away, 


*« To meet the Sun upon the upland Lawn. 


There at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 


« [[is 
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| Oblivio muto qui, victima certa viciſſim, 
Cedebant vitæ dulcia et amara ſemel, 
Linquebant hilares metas tepidaſque diei, 


Nec reſpexcrunt, et cupiere moram ? 


Spiritus egrediens circum contorquet amicnm, 
Atque oculus moriens poſcit opem laeryme, 
Advocat & tumulo triſti natura canore, 


Ignis conſuctus vivit et in cincre, 


At tibi qui defunctorum non immemor aditas, ' 
Commentum illorum qui feris arte carens, 
Ipſum fi perſe meditans hic ſpiritus ullus, 


Fortuito quzret, ſors tua qualis erat; 


Forte ſenex nivci capitis reſpondeat hocce 
« Diluculo dubio ſæpe notamus eum, 
«© Verrentem pedibus rores velociter arvi, 


« Solem ut ſpeCtaret lætus in alta juga. 


Subter pandentis lato velamine fagi, 


„AQuæ fibras veteres torquet ubique leves, 
Contentè 
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e His liſtleſs length at noon-tide would he ſtretch, 


* And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 


Hard by yon wood, now frowning as in Scorn, 
« Mutt'cing his wayward fancies he would rove, 
« Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 


« Or craz'd with care, or croſs'd in hopeleſs love. 


* One Morn I miſs'd him on the cuſtom'd hill, 


ec Along the heath, and near his fav'rite tree; 


% Another came, nor yet beſide the rill, 


«© Nor up the Lawn, nor at the wood was he. 


“The next with dirges due in fad array, 
«© Slow through the church-way path we ſaw him borne 


Approach and read (for thou can'ſt read) the lay, 


% Grav'd on the Stone beneath yon aged thorn, 


(There ſcatter'd oft, the earlieſt of the year, 


By hands unſeen are Show'rs of vi'lets found, 


The Redbreaſt loves to build and warble there, 


And little footſteps lightly print the ground.) 
The 
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* Contente extenſus medio procum beretæſtu, 


« Murmure bullantis tunc ſoporatus aquæ. 


« Hanc propter ſylvam, nunc ſaſtidiofe cachinnans, 


« Erraret, muſſans quod ſibimet placuit, 
* Deſpondens nunc, deſertus velut omnibus unus, 


« Nunc demens, et nunc ictus amore velut. 


« Mane ſuper collem quæ fivinuper amicum, 
* Et qua frondeſcens arbor amæna manet, 
« Altera lux veniit ; non ſylvam, nec prope collem, 


Aut bullantis aquæ murmur amicus erat. 


« Denique funereis hymnis et in ordine triſti, 
Ad tumulum lente (væmihi) latus erat, 
« Perlege (quippe potes) non illacrymabile carmen, 


«© Scupltum ſub ſpina quod tenet iſte lapis. 


(His ſparſe apparent maturo tempore veris, 
Inviſis manibus purpurcæ vivlæ. 
Gaudet avis modulans hic nidificare rubella, 


Atque premunt glebam paryula figna pedum.) 
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THE EPITAPH. 


Here refts his head upon the lap of earth, 
A youth to fortune and to fame unknown. 
Fair Science frown'd not on his humble bicth, 


And melancholy mark'd him for her own. 


Large was his Bounty, and his Soul ſincere, 
Heaven did a recompence as largely ſend; 
He gave to Miſ'ry all he had, a tear, 
He gain'd from heav'n ('twas all he wiſh'd) a Friend. 


| EL No farther ſeek his Merits to diſcloſe, 

| Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
1 (There they alike in trembling hope repoſe) 
a The boſom of his father, and his God, 


EPITAPHIUM, 


* — 


EPITAPHIUM. 


Hic juvenis placida ſub ceſpite pace quieſcit, 
Cui fortuna dedit, nec bona fama, fidem. 
Præbuit auxilium præclara Scientia ſemper, 


Et veluti natum cura notabat cum. 


Munificos mores habult, pectuſque benignum, 
Mercedem Omnipotens ſed pariter tribuit. 


Totum quod poteret—lacrymam—dedit ille dolori, 


Quod magis optaret ! Divus amicus erat. 


Non pete plus, Lector, virtutes pandere raras, 
Extrahere aut culpas a ſtatione facra, 
In czlo reſtant, et ſpe tremulante reponunt, 


«© In gremio patris (cilicet atque Dei.“ 
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EPIGRAMMAT ICS. 


Tn AT Letter's frank'd, I truſt, to Good faith Bacon, 
Quoth Good, in that, my friend, you are miſtaken ; 
Miſtaken ! what not frank'd ! ſay no ſuch pawthing, 


Tis plain, it came to Doctor Good. for nothing. 


Quoth C. there are ſo many Sharpers in Town, 
That it well behoves thoſe, who have aught of their 
own, I - 
To beware of their Tricks, and with ariet Watch 
and Ward, 
To ſhut tkeir doors cloſe, and their Houſes well guard. 
' Your Caution, friend C. is quite uſeleſs, I trow, 


For no Sharper i in Loughbro' reſides we all know. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. 
MANLY. 
AD x. 
VULTURE, 
DOCTOR GOOD, « Phyjcian, 
SCARF. _ 
ROBERT, 2 Feotman. 

V„̃oO EN. 

LADY PRIDE. 
NEED LE, ber Wanan, 


i Two Attornits. 


| Ex The Hint of this Piece is taken from a Circumſtance related in the ſecond 
5 Volume of CazysaL, or the Adventures of a Gvinz A. 


THE 
AMBITIOUS WIDOW. 


— 


8 


ATI. 8e EZ 


An Apartment in Lady Pride's Houſe. 
Enters NEEDLE, 


ien my Eyes begin to draw Straws=-(lookeng at her 
atch) Juſt upon the ſtroke of four —and my fine Lady Miftrefs 
not yet return'd from Lady Situp's rout. There is ſhe gone with 
all that we pray againſt in the Litany, Pride, vain Glory, and Hy- 
pocriſy. She is the opulent Widow of a City Knight, who, being 
an old Man, was ſo ſmitten with her Beauty, that he married her in 
a hurry, madehis Will in a hurry, died in a Hurry, and her Mind 
has been in a perpetual Hurry ever ſince. Not content with this 
Acquiſition of Wealth, to which her Birth by no means intitles her, 
ſhe is now one of your ſplendid Miſerables, and her Heart pants for 
precedency, forſuoth, Well, give me the Fortune, and who will 
may take the Precedency, ſay I. The one is but a Shadow, the 


other a Subſtance. The Subſtance of a Thing fur me, as long as I 


live, and indeed there's no living comfortably without it. { Ext. 


SCENE II. 


A Club-Room in a Tavern, Chairs and Tables deranged. 


VULTURE and STEADY over a Bottle. 


Vulture. Now we are leſt by ourſelves, I have ſomething to 

ſay to you, Mr. Steady. 

Steady. Diſpatch then, for I want much te get home. 
| Vul- 
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Vulture. To be brief then, I tel} you, if youſtick to the Reſolution 
of being an honeſt Lawyer, you will never get into buſineſs, or 
make any Figure in Weſtminſter Hall. 

Steady. By preſerving an honeſt Character, I think I ſhall make 

the greater figure there, becauſe it is ſo ſingular a Caſe, as moſt of 
the Pettyfoggers who diſgrace the Profeſſion there would cut a much 
better figure at Weſtminſter Stairs. 
Vulture. Pooh! you are a young Man, and talk like a young 
Man. By tne time you are ſuch an old Stager as myſelf, vou will 
Know better. Let me ſce— You have been ten years in buſineſs, and 
I never remember to have heard your Name in any of the Courts. 

Steady. No Wonder, Mr. Vulture—for I have always compro- 
mis'd Diſputes between the Parties, for which reaſon I have ſecur'd 
the futur Employment of both in a more reſpectable line, and my 
Keputation likewiſe, | 

Vulture, Reputation—Ok |! if that's your Doctrine, I have done 
with you. What Man of Spirit, of the Law eſpecially, cares for 
Reputation! Why you'll be as poor as a Chufch- mouſe, or a ragged 
Curate. Take my Advice, and ſtart Difficulties out of Trifles, — 
Delays in Law always inſure Succeſs, and bring, as we ſay, conſtant 
Griſt to the Mill, | 

Steady. How fo, pray | 

Vulture, Why now, I'll put a Caſe to you, Suppofe a Man 
was to fend for you to make his Will, which might be done in two 
Hours—How would you act? | 

Steady, Make it in two Hours, to be ſure. | 

Vilture, Ha! ha! ha! There it is — You don't underſtand 
Trap. Now I would ſpin it out to three or four days with Atten- 
dances, Alte rations, and divers others little Items, that ſhould ſwell 
the Billum Anglice Bill, to a good round Sum. Indeed if the Party was 
at the Point of Death, or to ſpeak more legally, in Extremyis I 
would make ſhort Work of it, and if the Property was conſiderable, 
appoint myſelf ſole Executor and Truſtee, This Practice I would 
adviſe you to adopt. That's the way to thrive. | 

Steady. (Aſide.) What a thorough-pac'd Scoundrel! | 

Pulture. Follow this Rule, or as we ſay Fac ſimilar, eſpecially if 
there are any Ct ildren in the Caſe. You will then have the fingering 
the Cath, 'til they come of Age, and may give in ſuch an Account 
of them as you pleaſe, and make them indebted to you, inſtead of you 
to them. | 

Steady. (Afide.) This fellow would diſgrace a Pillory. 

Vulture. Beſides you may lend them ſome of their own Money, 
which will ftop them from taking any Meaſures againſt you, I 
warrant you. | 

Strady. ( £frde.) Dreadful ! | 

Future. Od fo! | had like to have forgot. I have juſt mw, 

that 
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that you are appointed Guardian to a 22 filly Duke, and that 
you have the Management of his whole Eſtate. 

Steady. J have ſo, and what then? | 

Vulture. What then Why then your Fortune is made at once. 
You may take Bribes of the Tenants to lower their Rents, cut 
down Timber, ſell it, and pocket the Ready, and charge it in your 
Account under the Article of Repair, and play many other little 
Artifices without the Fear of Detection, or even of Suſpicion; = — 
That's the way to thrive, So there's a ſufficient Explanation of 
your What then. 4 | | 

Steady. What! take an Advantage over a pitiable Object, who 
has the Misfortune of labouring under an Imbecillity of U nderſtan- 
ding. bordering upon Ideotiſm. My Heart revolts at it. The generous 
Lion, ſavage as he is, has been known to protect the Lamb, and ſhall 
Man ſuffer himſelf to be out · done in goodneſs by one of the Brute 
Creation ! No, Sir, when I render up my Account, the World ſhall 
ſee, that I have not been a Defaulter, but a good and profitable 
Ser, 

Vulture. O ho! you have been at ſome of the Tabernacles, I find. 
You talk like one juſt come from Moorſields, Brother. | 

Steady. Brother—not quite ſo familiar, if you pleaſe, My prin- 
ciples and Education place me far above one of your Stamp. 

Julture How Sir! I would have you to know that my Charac- 
ter and Fortune | | 

Steady. Are not worth any Man's having. 

Vulture. Sir—Sir—do you dare ſuſpe&t my Honeſty ? 

Steady, I dare ſuſpect any Man in your Line of Practice. I dare 


ſuſpect the Bench of Middleſex Juſtices, and the whole Gang of 


Old Baily Solicitors, I dare ſuſpect you in the Chair, and all the 
Tribe of Moon ſhine, advertiſing Money-lenders from the Purlicus 
of Weſtminſter, to the Regions of Duke's-place.® 
Vulture. That's actionable, point-blank (Beth riſing) 

Steady. But not the way to thrive, I know your Hiſtory, from 
the time you was firſt taken into the Service of old Scout, who was 

ſtruck off the Roll for Mal- practice, where your firſt Employ- 

ment was to black Shoes. 

Vulture. What! do you make me out a Black-ball of the Law ? 

Steady. By ſome means or other you crept into the Profeſſion, like 
too many others, without Knowing even the technical Terms, much 


* This alludes to the following Speech of Sir James Johnſtone in the Houſe of Commons, 


Mr. SPYAKER, | 
The Honourable Gentlemen (Mr. Grey) tells us we are not to dare to ſuſpect his Con- 
duct, — Sir, I for one don't underſtand ſuch language. I dare ſuſpect any Man. I dare 
ſuſpe& the whole Bench of Biſhops, I dare ſuſpe& the Honourable Gentleman. I dere 
ſuſpect you Sir, in the Chair, I dare ſuſpect you all. 


R leſs 
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leſs the fundamental Principles of this noble Science. The Legiſſa- 
ture, I hope, will deviſe ſome Means to leſſien the Number of ſuc! 
Vermine, who pillage and prey upon young Heirs, like Caterpillars 
on Spring-buds. 5 | : 
 Pulture. I have now a double Cauſe of Action againſt you. F:rit, 
you cail'd me a Black ball of the Law— a 
Steudy. Aye, and it's a pity you are not black-ball'd out of it. 
Vulture. May I never have a Newgate Client again, but i be 
revenzed, : 1 
Steady. Out of my fight! vile Compound of Hypocriſy and De- 
ceit! You have given me a whole-length Portrait of „ urſelf—a 
moſt execrable Dawb. Out of my ſight! and turn honeſt, if you 
can. That's the way to thrive. — 7 
Vulture. Tipſtaff me, but you ſhall hear of this ſoon to your Coft, 


and ſo good Night. ( Exit.) 


Steady. He might have ſaid good Morning, for the Sun has peep'd 
through the Curtains ſome time However, as it hath been a City- 
Feaſt, one Night is excuſeable, eſpecially as it has been attended 
with the Novelty of the Mayor and Court of Alderman havirg 
gone home Sober. (Ext.) | | Sl | 


SCENE III. 


A Breatſaſ: Room in Lady Pride's Houſe, who 1s diſcovered in a Aorn- 
ing-dreſs reading a Newſpaper, Needle adjuſting her Head. 


Lady Pride. Aube dull Paper this— As dull as the Gazette. 
that relates nothing, but Matters of Fact. (Throws it dtn peeviſply) 
— What a mortifying Night have I had at Lady Situp's—Lott a 


cool Hundred But that I ſhould not mind, had proper Reſpect 


been paid to my Dignity, I, who uſ'd to take place of all the City 
Ladies, was look'd upon in this Circle of Quality in a very humble 
Light indeed. When I detected the Counteſs of Glitter in the 


very act of cheating me at Cards, it fo ruM'd her Temper, that 


ſhe had the Inſolence to tell me, I was but plain Dame Mary 
Pride, and tbat I had no Right to aſſume the Title of Lady. For 
that by this common Appellation, it was impoſſible for a Stranger, 
to diftinguiſh a Noble Perſonage from a Plebeian | 
Needle. Theſe well-bred folks, my Lady, are apt now and then 
to forget a little, and think that nobody has a Right to be rude but 
themſelves. | OS: 
Lady. Dame—my Stars ! what an odious, horrid Sound! 
Needle, Horrid indeed ! It gives one the Idea of a Butcher's 
Wife in Newgate Market, fitting with her Hands in her Plackews, 
| or 
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or a Farmer's Goody in the Country, ſpinning Tough by the 
Kitchen Fire. | 3 

Lady. So it does Needle But I hope the Time is not far diſtant, 
when [ ſhall triumph over this vain Counteſs. I obſerved a young 
Duke in Company, who, on Account of the Weakneſs of his In- 
tellects, is committed to the Care of a Gentleman of the Law of the 
Name of Steady. Now if I can but bring Matters about, ſo as to 
marry this young Duke, my Ambition will be gratified to the ut- 
moſt, Let me ſee—What's to be done Needle, you have a good 
buſy brain of your own. | | 

Needle, Suppoſe your Ladyſhip was to open a Commercial Treaty 
with his Guardian, For Marriage now-a-days is a mere Object 
of Traffic. $ 8 | 

Lady. Excellent! Ill write an anonymous Note to him and try 
his Pulſe. Tell Robert to get me a Pen and Ink. (Exit Needle), 


Enters Robert with Pen and Ink, 


Lady. What! do you think I am to write without Paper—and 

where's the Sand and the Sealing Wax? Did not I tell you, when 
I hired you, always to mind Conſequences? (Robert goes out and 
returns with Sand and Wax) Blockhead ! you have forgot to bring 
a Candle now. That's the Conſequence of the laſt, If your Me- 
mory is ſo ſhallow you and I-II mean I and you—ſhal] never agree 
long, for I am determined not to keep a Servant, who does not 
mind Conſequences. (She writes a little, and then flops.) Oh! 1 
feel myſelf ill on a ſudden. (Rings, and enters Robert with a Candle) 
Bleſe me! JI am in a ſtrange Hurry of Spirits Run for Doctor 
Good inſtantly, | 

Robert. Yes, my Lady. (Fxit.) 

Lady, Needle, do ſing me a Song to keep up my Spirits, 


Needle fings to the tune of * Ye Warwickſhire Lads and ye Laſſe," 


VI lowely and beautiful Lafjes ! 
Who wiewws your feet forms in your glaſſes, 
Throw away every cap but the flip and the fap. 
For the cap of all caps is a Hurlyburl cap.. 
Hurlyburl Cap, 
With a flip and a flap, 
For the cap of all caps is a Hurlybur! cap. 


- 
a 


You may talk of a Cap a-la-Turban, 


To be ſure it locks modiſb and urban; 
| R 2 But 
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But the Turban or Turk-cap no more can compare, 
With a cap hurly-burly, than falfe with true Hair. 
: Hurly-burl rare, 1 c 
cap for the fair, * LP 
For no Cap like a hurlyburl cap gives an Air. 


3 


The Chevaux de frize was inviting, 
The Grenadier's cap was delighting, 
But theſe and the Polignacs all had their day, 
While the huge hurly burly will ever bear ſway. 
| Then dreſs every day 
| In the hurly burl way, "0 
And triumph attend it for ever and aye. . 


4 


It poſſeſſes t wo good T hings together, | 
Keeps the Head cool or warm with the Weather ; 
Then would you more, for more what ſhould you care, 
Unleſs that you go wyith your Headpieces bare. 
| Of that hawe a Care, 
Leſt you ſhew your falſe Hain, 
To mide which by all means a Hurlyburl wear. 


; 
Wen once more ye beautiful Creatures, 

Excelling all others in features , 

Throw a fide eur Cap, but the flip and the flap, 


For the Cap of all caps is the hurlyburl cap. 
Hurly burl Cap 


Vi a flip and à flap, 
For the Cap of all caps is a hurly burl cap. 


How do you like it, my Lady. | | 

Lady, Well enough—nothing extraordinary—And now to finiſh 
my Note, if my Nerves will permit. [Mrites) There, I think that 
will do. | ” N 


REA PDS, 


«© The Writer of this has an Affair to propoſe to you, for your Con- 
© currence in which you ſhall immediately 1 eceive a thouſand Guineas, — 
* The buſineſs on your part may be done with ſafety. A Line to A. B. 
*« at Mrs. La?pPET's, Milliner, in Oxford Street, ſhall meet with an 
© inflant Anſwer.” (Fells it up, Ec. Rings, and enters Robert)— 


Take 
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| Take this Letter as directed, and as you return, tell Lappet if any Leiter 
fhauld be left at her Shop by and by, for A. B. te fend it me directly. 


Nobert. Yes, my Lady—DoQor Good, my Lady. 
(Enters Doctor, with an Attendant, who retires to a Corner of the Stage) 


Lady. Dear Doctor, how do you do. 
Doctor. That's a Queſtion I was about to aſk your Ladyſhip.— 
For my own part I am very well. | | 
Lady. Polite, well-bread Creature ! He gives me my proper Title 
(fide) Why, really, Doctor, I know not how | do. I am quite 
in the Horrors. l 
Doctor. Your Hand if you pleaſe, my Lady (feels her Pulſe) Ah! 
my, good Lady, you will never leave off your purſuit of what is 
falſely called Pleaſure. What now, I ſuppoſe it was 4 in the Morn- 
ing, before you came home. Let me recommend good Hours, or 
it will be impoſſible for me to mend the ſpring of lite, as often as 
you are pleas'd to ſtrain it. 8 | | 
Lady. Come, Doctor, no more of your grave Advice, It was 
40 Clock, as you ſay. But what can you preſcribe for me ? 
Doctor. Nothing more than to keep yourſelf quiet, be at home to 
nobody, take a light Supper, and go to Reſt at 10, and to-morrow 
you may laugh at the whole College. | | 
Lady. Why, Doctor, this is not the Way for you to riſe in your | 
Profeſſion. Some of the Faculty by this time would have fcrawl'd > 
down a whole Side of paper, and in two hours I ſhould have had my | 
i} 
| 


Table full of Pill boxes and Juleps, with Labels as long as the 
ora Ah! Doctor, I fear you will always be a walking Phy- 
ician. | | 

Doctor. I had rather walk, my Lady, all the days of my Life, 

with the pleaſing ſatisfaCtion of never having impos d on a fellow- 4 

creature, than ride in a Chariot merely for the ſake of taking | 


Guineas, and writing as many do, more for the benefit of the Apo- ö 
thecaries than their patients. \ 
Lady. Indeed ! ” | |; 
Doctor. Be pleas'd to obſerve, that I do not allude to the Regu- 0 


lars, but to thoſe Noſtrum-mongers, who under the Pretence of 
giving the Balſam of Life, make a little Miſtake now and then, and | 
adminiſter the Balſam of Death. | 

Lady. Well, you are a moſt extraordinary Character (turning her f 
head) Pray who is that Gentleman in the Corner ? | 

Doctor. 1 proteſt, my Lady, I know not. I thought he had bcen 
ſome one on buſineſs -Your Attorney or Broker I preſume, 

Lady. Pray, Sir, what's your Name and Buſineſs here? 

Scarf, My Name is Scarf, Madam, - My Buſineſs, a Jobb here. 
I am an Undertaker at your Service. 


my C94 0 
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Lacy. And who told you to come here ? 
Scarf. Your Footman, Madam. (She Rings, Robert enters J 

| Lady. How came you to tell thar ſhocking figure to come? 
Robert. Your Ladyſhip always told me to mind Conſequences, 
and | thought the Undertaker was the Conſequence of the Phy- 
kcian. 

Lady. Fool—Blockhead—turn him out this Inſtant. 

Scarf. Dear Madam, it was not my fault 

Lady. Out with him this Minute! | 

Scarf. I hope, when you die, Madam, I ſhall have the 3 of 
furniſhing your funeral, for Times are fo hard, that I ſhall be a 
Bankrupt, if Doctor I rial, who is now making Experiments in the 
Country, does not return to Town very ſoon. Oh! he's a precious 
tellow at a dead Lift Worth a thouſand of your Scientifics, and 
diſpatches more buſineſs in a Week, than they in a twelvemonth. 

Lady. Intolerable — Why don't you turn him out Neck and 
Heels ? 

Robert. He won't let me, my Lady./Struggling with him) 

Lady. Then Il ring for ſoniebody to your Aſſiſtance. 

Scarf. I'll perform it very decently decently, nay indeed "i 
perbly, if you require it. I have the neateſt Shrowds at your 
Service | 

Lady. Matchleſs Impudence [ 

Scarf. The moſt admirable Palls. 

Laay. Wretch ! 

Scarf. Fit to throw over the Coffin of a Ducheſs— 

Laay. Inſolent! 

Scarf Then as to my Mutes, they are a Set of the honeſteſt, 
and moſt civil 1 Men upon Earth. | 

0; P:ovoking ! 

The fineſt Oftrich-feathers for a Ment 

7 y. Monſter ! 

Scarf. And ſuch Torches— fit to light the fineſt Lord or Lady ir in 
the Kingdom to the Grave. | 

Lady. Will nobody come to my Aſſiſtance! ¶ Rings violently, and 
enters 2 or 3 ſervants who force him out.) | 

Scarf as he is going, Mighty well, Madam—But cut me up, 
when | am dead. ſtuſf my Hide, and ſhew me about for a Mummy 
at two-pence a Head, if I don't get paid for my Attendance one 
Way or other. 

Lady. Did you ever ſee ſuch an impudent Villain? 

Doctor. My Lady, it is the Way of them all. They hunt after 
the death of a Fellow-creature, with as much Keenneſs, as a parcel 
of White Boys, who dig people's Graves before they are dead, I 
humbly take my Leave. 

Lady, But, Doctor, you are going without your fee. 

| Dattore As 
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Doctor. As I have done nothing to deſerve it, J beg to be excus'd 
taking one this Time. Remember my Adaice - Good Hours and 
take no Phyſic at all, unleſs in Caſes of abſolute Neceſſity. More 
perſons have been kill'd chan cur'd by it, etpecially thoſe, who 
want to be better than well your Ladyſhips moſt obedient. 

Lady, Who waits there - Doctor vour Servant, {Exit Docter) 
A perfect Original! Good Man! His Character anſwers to his 
Name. Ring, enters R:bert) Did you do, as I order'd, carry the 
Letter, and call at Lappet's? 

Robert. Yes, my Lady. | 

Lady. Well, that's all- Exit Robert). I thought to have dif- 
charg'd that Fellow long ago, but his Remembrance of calling we 
by my proper T'itle has ſecured him the Continuance of, his Place 
ſometime longer. One failure in this Reſpect and away he goes. 


END or ACT Tus FIRST. 


— _ 
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ACT Tur SECOND. SCENE I. 


An Apartment in STEADY's Heouſe, wh: is diſe mered readirg LADY 
 Pa1DE's anonymous Note, 


grade. IT B E Writer of this—a Thouſand Guineas— 500. a 
year- your Concurrence—This is the melt extraordinary Note [ 
ever met with. The Writer wants to corrupt mylntegrity, and make 
me the Inſtrument of obtaining ſome baſe end. There certainly 
muſt be ſome villainous Deſign. But he, or ſhe ſhall find J have a 
Soul above a Bribe, and that every Man has not his Price. Where 
in the meſt abject ſtate of Diſtreſs, 4 ſee no Rerſon, why Neceſſiiy 
ſhould make me commence a Raſcal. That Circumſtance is the 
Villain's Plea, but ought not to be admittted, as a Juſtification.— 
However this Nate demands a ſpeedy Anſwer, and it ſhall have 
one. l'] ſeem to humour the Scheme, and by ſo doing, I may 
comet the Name and Situation of the Writer, which will give me 
a juſt Opportunity of a laudable Revenge, ſor thus attempting t 
ſcduce the Honeſty of my Principles. (IPriues ana Reads) 


« Mr. Steady's Compliments to A. B. and fhall be happy to embrace 
the Propoſal mentioned in A. B's Letter, as ſaon as he 1s convinced that 
© the Perſon, who makes it, is able to perform it and worthy of his Con- 
* fdence.” (Folds it up) Vi lend my Clerk with it directiy— 

Ext . 
SCENT 
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ECENE It 
An Apartment in Lapy Pripe's Houſe. 


Enters the Lady. Robert following with 4 Letter. 


Robert. A Letter my Lady. (Bows and Exit) 
Lady. Now for it—This is exactly as I could wiſh. Let me kiſs 
the dear Imprefſion, and devour the Contents. (Opens it, reads, and 


farts) Hey-day! what's here 
„ Mapan, 


& J am ordered to bring an Action againſt you for an Aſſault on Mr. 
« Scarf, the Undertaker. If you do not make my Client ſatisfaction, 
*© and pay me for this Letter, T ſhall purſue his Orders forthwith,” 
| Your humble ſervant, 
Timothy Vulture, 
Knaves-Acre. 


Timothy Vulture—Knaves-Acre—=your humble Servant again, 
Mr. Timothy Vulture.—He has choſen a proper place for his Reſi- 
dence however. Here's a fellow for you—-figns himſelf my humble 
Servant, and at the ſame Lime threatens to bring an Action againſt 
me—A pretty piece of humble Service truly. Fool that I was, not 
to look at the Superſcription of the Letter before open'd it, and 

then I might have known, it did not come from the Quarter l ex- 
_ peced. Well, I'll give it my Attorney, who knows beft beſt how 

to anſwer it. | | 

| Enters RoBERT. 


Robert. Another Letter, my Lady (be fnatches it haſtily) Aye— 
this is right—To A. B. at Mrs. Lappet's, and ſo forth (breaks it 
open and reads) ** Mr. Steady's Compliments to A. B.—hoppy to em- 
* brace—as ſoon as ſbe is conbinced able to per form and worthy of his 


* confidence.” 


The Bait takes, and it remains for me to hook the golden Fiſh 
(rings enters Robert) A Pen and Ink diretiv—Not a moment muſt 
be loſt (Robert goes ont, returns with Pen, Int, Paper, Sand, Wax and 
Candle) Oh!] I ſee you can remember conſequenc ces without a Blun- 
der at laſt. (Mrites and read, 


* Lady 
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LADY PRIDE preſents her compliments to Mr. STEADY, and if 
* he can bring about a Marriage between her, and the young Nobleman 
under his charge ſhe will fulfil the offer made in her note, and continue 
*© him in the Agency of the Eflate, for which purpoſe ſhe begs a conference 
*© with bim this Evening at her Houſe. . 
I ſhall be on the Rack, till I receive an Anſwer to this (Rings, 
enters Robert) Here carry this Letter, and be back in aa inſtant. 
( Exeunt different ways.) 


SCENE III. 


An Apartment in STEADpy's FHuſe, who is reading Lady Pride's 
. ate. 


Steady. M 16 HT Y well this, my Lady Pride ! I think [ 
ſhall mortify your aſpiring Hopes, or I am greatly miſtaken. I'll 
this inſtant to Captain Manly, who, tho' a diſtant Relation to my 
unhappy Charge, is next in Succeſſion to the Title and Eſtate. 
I ſhould be loth to do any thing without his Approbation, as that 
will give a ſanction to my Conduct in this Buſineſs. (Exit) 


SCENE IV. 
Captain Manly's Lodgings. 


Servant enters, Mr. Steady, Sir. 

Manly. Shew him in. 

Steady, I wait upon, Sir, in relation to a Scheme of Iniquity, 
which is now forming againſt my unhappy Ward, and beg your 
Advice how to act. Theſe Notes will inform you of the Nature 
of the Affair. A 

Manly. (after reading them) Confuſion ! Is it poſſible that fo 
much Baſeneſs can be lodged in fo fair a Form. I'll think on it. 
In the mean time, write to her, that it will be very improper for 
you to be ſeen at her Houſe, and deſire her to meet you at the Star- 
and-Garter Tavern, an hour hence, and mect me there yourſelf 
a little before, | 

Steady, I will Sir I' write it here. 

Manly. Do ſo—and I'll go, and fulfil an Engagement elſewhere 
(Afide) A faithful Steward. He ſhall be well provided for, if ever 
I ſhould ſucceed to the Title and Family Honours £x1t. 


Steady (writing) There my Lady Pridc—l think you will be 
| 8 caught 
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caught in your own Net, and for the ſake of Diſpatch, III call, 
and leave this Note myſelf as unobſerved as poſſible, 


SCENE V. 


Lady Pride's Houſe. 


(Enter Steady, and knocks. Servant opens the Door.) 
Steady. IME this Note to your Lady directly. 
| Servant, Do you wait for an Anſwer, Sir ? 
Steady. No, no—Her Ladyſhip knows whom it comes from, 


and will act accordingly. (Exit Steady.) 


SCENE VI. 


An Apartment in Lady Price's Hiuſe, who enters reading Steady's 
| | Note. | 3 
Lady. R. Steady's Compliments— to meet him at the Star— 
and- Garter an hour hence. —Delightful ! Now 
my Lady Glitter, I ſhall ſoon ſhew you the Difference between a 
Ducheſs and a Counteſs. Why this exceeds all the new and 
capital Deceptions of the Cock-ipur Street Conjuror, Let a Wo— 
man alone for a piece of Art. Superior as a Man may think him- 
ſelf, he is but a mere Plaything in a Woman's Hand. A Tavern 
tho'—l don't like that Circumſtance, However, I muſt give up 
my Dipnity for once, when 1 have ſuch a flatt'ring Proſpect before 
me. But upon ſecond Thoughts I have heard that Taverns now- 
a-days are as polite as a Houſe of Commons. So that Qualms over. 
Who's there [enters Robert) Order my Chair, and tell Needle to 
come here. (Exit Robert and enter Needle.) | 
Lady, Needle, I am going out upon Buſineſs, but ſhall be at 
home to Dinner. Tell the Cook to get me ſomething light. As 
on be alone, half a dozen Covers and a Deſert will be quite ſuf- 
cient, . 
Needle, But would not your Ladyſhip pleaſe to dreſs ? 
Lady, No—This Drets -wi!} do for the Company I am going 
to. How does my Rump ſit? 
Needle, As light as a Cork, my Lady. 
Lady. Does it projcct enough ? | 
Neeete, Juts moſt admirably, There's room enough for a ſemicir- 
cular dance of Cupids. | 
Lady. And my Handkerchief— Has it the proper Swell? 
Needle. Pouts moſt invitinely—quite in the Pigeon Stile. Not 


like one of your mozpſtrous Craws. 


Lady. 
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Lady. And my Saſh how does that hang? 


Needle. Quite eaſy, and full as Ornamental, as the moſt beau- 
tiful Enſign's of the Guards. 


Lady. Don't you think a little of the Olympian Dew, or the 
New Coſmetic with a ftrange Name, would improve my Complex- 
lon ? | 

Needle, O n. my Lady, Nature has done ſo much for your 
Ladyſhip, that ſhe has thrown Art at a Diſtance. 

Lady. Handſomely ſaid, (adde) Well, Needle, this 5 
which I have on, is a little ſoil' d, but N viſible to vulgar eyes 
You may take it to-morrow —It will do for you, who keep no 
Company but theſe of your own Stamp. 

Needle. I thank your Ladyſhip. Vain Woman (aſide) She 
cannot do a Favour, without leſſzning the Obligation with an i 


Grace. ( Hæeunt.) 1 


SCENE THE Lal 
A Room in a Tavern. 


Enter MANLY and STEADY. 


Manly. You 5 the Letter. 

Steady. Left it myle'f Sir, immediately and quite unobſerved, 

Manly. Thank you—l have been thinking whether it would be 
right for me to be ſcen at the Lady's firlt Entrance. It might anſwer 
a better Purpoſe if I could conceal myſelf, and be an Exr-witnels to 
. your Converſation, and make my Appearance on a ſudden, when ! 

Judge it 2 convenient. 

Steady. A good Thought, Sir—for ſhe may be ſo confounded at 

ſecing you here, that perhaps ſhe may make a precipitate Retreat. 


A propos---ln that Corner I {ce a Cloſet, as if on Purpole to favour 
your deſign. 


Enters WAITER, 


Waiter, Gentlemen, is either of your Names Steady? 
Steauy. My Name is Steady. 

ll aiten. A Lady below would be glad to ſpeak to you, Sir. 
Steuuy. She w her up. | 
{anily. Now to my hiding-place H into the Glfet ) 


P | 
Entry: A B 


Lady. J hope, I have not made you Wait, 
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Steady. Not in the leaſt my Lady, and if you had, I ſhould have 
been amply repaid in the pleaſure of ſeeing you (bowrng ) 

Lady. Sir, ycu are extremely polite—Upon my Word, a pretty, 
genteel figure — ( aſide About this buſineſs, Sir—what's your Opi- 
njon of it f _ OY | 

Steady. Why my Lady. It is a ſerious Affair, and we muſt pro- 
ceed with Caution. . | | 

Lady. True, Sir But can it be done? 

Steady. Oh, yes, it may be done, no doubt. 

Lady. Charmiag ! | | 

Steady. But— 

Lady. But what, Sir. | | 
Steady. What will the World fay of me? 

Laay. A fiddle for the World . 

Steady, Or how can I anſwer it to my Conſcience * | 
Lady Oh, never mind Conſcience— Do you think ſo many great 
Men would have return'd home from a broad, with princely Fortunes 
acquir'd in a ſhort Time, if they had minded Conſcience. Con- 
ſider the Largeneſs of the Offer. He pauſes—a true Lawyer | ſce. 
{ mwſt bid higher for the Purchaſe (ade) Come, Sir, fince „ou 
ſeem not ſatisfied with my Propoſal, you ſhall ſhare half the Eſtate, 
for J have one far ſuperior, | | | | 

Steady. I muſt rake Time to conſider of it. 

Lady. Curſe on his Coward Spirit! Il make uſe of the leaſt 
Argument that's left me (afide) Yuu fee before you, Sir, a rich 
Dowager in flowers of Yoath and Beauty', Pride, as Dryden ex- 
preſſes it in his fine Ode on the Feaſt of Alexander the Copper- 
Smith. Come, come, you are a perſonable young Man, and if I may 
judge from vour Eyes not inſenſible to the Lure of Beauty. Suppoſe 
IJ was co admit yon to my Toilette you underfland me 'laghing wan- 
 zenly at him) Will that content you? 

Steady. That, my Lady, is an Inducement, which ſhakes all my 
beſt Reſolves. Mould me to your Will. | am now pliant as Wax, 
Lady. A match then—Butr tell me when | ſhall reach the high 
top-gallant of my Joy, as Mr. Thingamy in the play ſays, When 
fall I roll along with a ducal Coronet on my Carriage, and look 
diſdain on little foiks below. > 

Steady. Within a fortnight - But to convince me, that your Lady- 
ſhip is in carneſt, it will be neceſſary to make a depoſit of tne thoul- 
and Guineas you offer'd. 2 | | 

Lady, Here {taking out her pocket-book) Here are two 500}, Bank 
Notes. The Citterence ſhall de made up to you Gives Liu the 
Nites) 


(Manly 
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(Manly ſues from the Cloſet = ſhe flarts.) 


Lady. Ha--whom do l ſee! Captain Manly as I live=Undone, 
ruin'd and betrayed beyond Redemption. I am juſt ready to faint, 
but I muſt put it off, till I get home. 

Manly. 1 thank you, Madam, for the Honour you intended my 
Family, but at preſent they itand in Need of no ſuch Alliance, 

Lady to Steady. So, Sir, you have play'd a fine part in this Scene. 
Steady. Why, yes, I think I have top'd your Ladyfhip—tho' ir 
muſt be confeſs'd you are a firſt-rate Actreſs. 

Lady. Thou Scandal to thy Profeſſion! | 

Steady, Ha—ha—ha! | 

Manly. When does your fine Ladyſhip think you ſhall reach the 
high top-gallant of your Joy ?=Ha—ha—ha! _ 

Lady. Inſulted, baffl'd, and ſneer'd at. Oh ! 'tis too much, 

Manly. When ſhall you roll along with a ducal Coronet on your 
Carriage? Ha—ha—hal | 

Lady. Curſe on your ha—ha—ha ! 

Manly. I fancy the little folks below will Jook with equal diſdain 
on ſome little folks above. Ha -ha—- ha! 

Lady. Oh, I ſhall be pointed at wherever I go, and Newſ-paper'd 
throughout the Kingdom. l'il order my Coach for the Country to- 
morrow, and fly this deteſted Town for ever, and curſe the Name 
of Lawyer for thy fake, as long as | have breath (To Steady in a 
Ruge) Yes, yes, Pl go, and bury myſelf in the Country (burſting 
into Tears and ging out). | | 

Manly and Steady, Ha—ha—ha— 


(The Laay looks back and returns): 


Lady to Steady. I had almoſt forgot. Where are my two Bank 
Notes ? | 

Steady, In my Pocket. 

Lady. Give them to me this Inſtant. | 

Steady. 1 never let an Opportunity ſlip of doing Good whey 1 
have it in my Power, eſpecially to thoſe who have done Good to the 
Community. I therefore think I cannot do better, than diſpoſe of 
them, with the Captain's Leave, among the Widows of our gallant 
Oſticers, who have deſerv'd well of their Country. 

Man y. Generoufly reſolv'd. i 

Lady. Then I'll {ct one Raſcal to catch another. I'll go find out 
Vulture. He ſhall trounce you. | 

Steady. There you are diſappointed again. For he was taken up 
Half an Hour ago fer Swindling, and ſtands a fair Chance of being 
complimented with his Paſſage to Botany Bay, He'll find Simples 

cnouge 
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enough there, tho' none, I fancy, that will anſwer his Purpoſe, — 
(A fquahble without, between the Waiter and Scarf, why is heard to ſay) 
I tell you ſhe's here—l muſt, and will ſee her. 5 


Enters Scarf in p Hurry. 


Scarf So, Madam, I have found you again—Pay me for my At- 
tendance this Morning. My Attorney it ſeems is too buſily engag'd 
to wait on you himſelf, and therefore I have ſaved him the Trouble. 


(Steady and Manly flare at each other.) 


Lach. Out upon you, and your Attorney together! | 

Scarf. Pay me for my Attendance I ſay, or I'll dog you from one 
End of the Town to the other. 

Lady. I never ſent for you, fellow. Twas a miſtake in my 
Servant. | | 
Scarf. Don't tell me of Miſtakes. If you do, i may poſſibly com- 

mit a Miſtake upon you. I think I heard you ſay, as I was on the 
Top of the Stairs, that you would bury yourſelf in the Country. — 
Now I would adviſe you, as the cheapeſt Wzy, to be buried in Town, 
which is being very friendly to you, and quite againſt my Intereſt, 

Lady. What! before I am dead. £ 

Scarf. Dead, or alive, it's all the ſame Thing to me, if J have but 
the Jobb. You'll not be the firſt, that I have buried alive. The 
Town 1s too full of People. They want Elbow-room, and many 
are better out the way, than in it. So pay me, for my Attendance, 
and don't expoſe yourſelf. | | | | 

Lady. Raſcal! get out of my Sight! 

Scarf. You had much better let me put you out of Sight, I have 
a nice, ſnug-arch'd Vauit, turn'd on purpoſe for myſelf, which you 
are extremely welcome to. 1 

Lady. This is paſt all bearing. ({waiking about paſſionately) 

Sca f. Come, come, pay me for my Attendance, for it you will 
not, ſcute heon me, if 1 don't put up a Hatchment over your 
Window to-morrow Morning, to drive all the Viſitors from your 
Houſe, | | 5 
| on There—take that to be rid of you, (Throws a Guinea at 
„„ | | 

Scarf. Is it a good one? for ſince a Stop is put to Clipping, Coin- 
ing, and Defacing, Plugging is come into ſaſhion, in order to evade 
ihe Act of Parlizment, yes (/coking at the Guinea) | believe it will do. 
Well, what fignify Acts bf Parliament? They ar? all to be evaced, 
but one, and that's the Act for burying in Woollen, I defy a Man 
to creep out of that—and fo, Madam, your Servant. (Exit.) 

Steady, What's the meaning of all this, Madam? 


Lady. 
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Lady. Trouble your Head about your own Buſineſs—Monfter, 
Villain, Hypocrite - (Exit in a Rage). | 

Manly. "this was well manag'd, and you ſhall have no Caufe to 
repent it. She's gone, with all the Fury of a Tygreſs. Her Con- 
duct may prove an uſeful Leſſon to thoſe, who, after they are rais'd 
from an inferior Station of Life, to the Pinnacle of Fortune, cannot 
reſt contented with the Goodneſs of Providence, It may guard them 
from ſplitting on the ſame Rock of Vanity, that ſhe hath done, who 
is 2 living Inftance of the Truth of the Poet's Obſervation= 


*& That cruel ſomething, un- poſſeſs d, 


% Corrodes, and leavens all the reſt.” 


THE EN I. 


